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PREFACE 


It is fourteen years since this volume was publislicd for the 
tercentenary of Pepys’ birth and in the year of Hitler’s rise 
to power. That power has since been destroyed with the aid 
of the instrument of force which Pepys spent his life in 
fashioning. But for the Royal Navy we could not have sur- 
vived in 1940. Nor could we and our allies have liberated 
Europe. 

For Samuel Pepys was the creator of three remarkable, and 
still surviving, things. The first, in the order of their making, 
was his Diary. The second was the civil administration of the 
Admiralty — the rule and order that still give permanence to 
the material form, fighting traditions and transmitted know- 
ledge of the Royal Navy. A century after Pepys’ death, at a 
time when his achievement as a diarist was unknown and his 
name almost forgotten, Lord Barham — the man who shares 
widi him the honour of being England’s greatest naval 
administrator — testified that there was not a department of 
the Admiralty that was not governed by the rules he had laid 
down in the seventeenth century. It was Pepys who made the 
scabbard for the sword that Nelson, and the heirs of Nelson, 
used. 

Pepys* third creative achievement sprang from the second. 
He has been described as the father of the Civil Service. Here, 
too, his orders hold. The rules he laid down and the admini- 
strative principles he elucidated have become part of the 
continuing life of his country. His family may have grown 
somewhat large of late, but it is still governed by the moral 
standards, integrity and tradition of inflexible service on 
which in his lifetime he insisted. It has become in the course 
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of generations what he strove to make it : a permanent 
watchdog against corruption. 

Yet the work for which Pepys is best remembered and 
loved remains his Diary. It extends to over a million and a 
quarter words : the length of a dozen fair-size novels. After 
three centuries, there is not a page in it tliat does not arrest 
the reader and quicken his perception of humanity. It is 
probably the most searching and honest record of a man s 
daily doings ever penned. It is also one of the most vivid. As 
historical material I know of nothing with such power to 
recreate the thought and daily minutiae of a vanished age. It 
is strange to reflect that this wonderful achievement should 
have been wrought at the end of crowded days of labour — 
the record of which is to be found not in the Diary but in 
Pepys’ vast collection of naval and administrative papers. 

In this volume, covering the first thirty-six years of his life 
and the whole span of the Diary, 1 have tried to blend these 
two sources into a composite picture of a great Englishman’s 
development. It is a story complete in itself and independent 
of what follows in the volumes I have written on Pepys* later 
life — “The Years of Peril” and “The Saviour of the Navy”. 
It records a European War, a Fire of London, an Economic 
Crisis and a Revolution. Since I wrote it we have experi- 
enced two of these and are passing through the others. It 
may help to set our ordeal in perspective to read with what 
courage Pepys faced these shadows. 

ARTHUR BRYANT 

Rapsgate 

May 194.7 
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chapter I 

The Infant Samuel 


. . Walked over the fields to Kingsland, aitd back again; a walk, 1 
tliink, 1 have not taken these n.vcnry years; but puts me in mind of iny 
boy’s time, when I boarded at Kingsland, and used to shoot with my bow 
and arrows in these fields. A very pretty place it is; and little did any of 
my friends think I should come to walk in these fields in this convlition 
and state that I am.” Diary, May I2th. 1667- 

North of Cambridge lie the Fens. The sea from which they 
arose laps at their northern boundaries, and north and east 
great rivers lazily wind across them, drawing black cattle to 
drink among the sedges at their brink. This land would be 
one of silence were it not for the innumerable company of 
larks, of bittern, coot and moorhen, of sedge warblers and 
reed sparrows, which ever provides it with a faint and not 
discordant music. In summer it is still, as the monk William 
of Huntingdon remembered it, a land of clouds and orchards 
and golden com. Yet it is so only by right of battle waged 
ceaselessly by its inhabitants against the invading armies of 
water. Whenever civilisation has receded — when Roman 
legion fell back or monastery bell was silenced — the waters 
have taken back their own. Salt tides have swept in with the 
winter gales through forsaken walls, and the rivers have 
flowed out, cold and remorseless, over the fields and houses 

of man. 1 r u 

Winter mist and the horizons of summer have left their 

age-long impress on the fenman s mind. He is imaginative, 

quick to dream and quick to fear; on the confines of life for 
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him hover ever the legions of the unknown — fiends and 
apparitions that arise out of the “hideous fen” and beckon 
him on through bramble and briar to the dark waters. 
Therefore he holds hard to life, dreading to lose even for a 
moment his grip on material tilings. Fog, damp, cold and 
ague have given liiin a fine zest for food and drink, and the 
hot summer’s sun warming his fertile land inclines him to be 
amorous. Fighting against the slow and relentless ways of 
water, he is patient and untiring in labour : and from these 
things, for all liis fears, his great heart is formed. For he holds 
his fruitful fields by right of work and courage. 

Out of this land came the Pepyscs. For centuries they had 
grazed and ploughed, haggled at markets over country wares 
and peered at the Fen skies. Villeins as they were in breed and 
tenure, they had yet contrived to raise themselves from the 
black mud beneath them. For though the Pepyscs were no 
great folk themselves, they were quick to recognise those 
who were. To the monasteries whose towers rose on the 
horizon tliey had clung, climbing thereby inch by inch out 
of the marshes. For two hundred and fifty years the Abbey 
of Crowland was served in all its clerical and agricultural 
needs by “Pepizes”. Reeves, rent-collectors, haywards, 
granators, a long line of office-holders slowly learnt to forget 
the servile taint in their blood and to despise the ways of 
manual labour.* Administration grew to be their hereditary 
craft. 


By the fifteenth century the race had become of definite 
importance in the Fen villages north of Cambridge. Three 
Pepyscs in turn were bailiffs to the Abbots of Crowland, 
hard-headed men wringing the fruits of the soil from the 


* I owe this commentary on the early descent of the Pepyscs to the 
learned researches of Miss F. M. Page, whose study of the Estates of 
Crowland Abbey is being published as Volume n of the “Cambridge 
Studies in Economic History”. 



ANCESTRY 


15 


rustics for tlicir masters and dying in an odour oi appropriate 
sanctity, leaving silver pieces for dirges to be chanted in tlic 
high choirs for their souls. One of these rural bureaucrats 
settled at Cottenham, where a tiny eminence marks the 
higher level of south Cambridgeshire from die hmitless sea 
of fen. Here, in substantial ownership of rental, tithing and 
granary, the Pcpyscs survived when the monasteries by 
which they had risen went down in the cataclysm of 1539. 
The new era of free competition was not unfavourable to the 
race, for they had already learnt to use their elbows. Haifa 
century later John Pepys of Cottenham bought with his 
second wife’s* dowr^' the Manor of Impington and settled 
it on the infant offspring of the match. Then in 1589 he died, 
leaving die six-year-old squire, Talbot Pepys, to the guar- 
diansliip of liis elder sons, John of Cottenham, Thomas the 
Red, Apollo and Thomas the Black. The last-named, who 
married Mary Day of Wisbech, had three daughters and 
three sons. Of these the youngest, John, who was bom at 
Impington in 1601, finding Cottenham a little overstocked 
with Pcpyscs, went to London at the age of fourteen as a 
tailor’s apprentice. After serving his time he set up on his own 
as one of a little group of “foreign” tailors who, not being 

* It is difficult to believe that Edith Talbot w.is jnythiiig but John 
Pepys’ second wife. The lady was, in a modest way, an heiress and was 
left by her father, Edmund Talbot of Cambridge, “with my 

sovereign of gold and clulis of silver, and six silver spoons and a covering 
to a satte of silver double gilt, with all my inessu.agcs, lands cic. in the Fen 
and in Wisbcachc and else where in the Isle of Ely, with my messuage at 
Impington which 1 lately bought”. The evidence in favour of her being 
John’s second wife is twofold : that the youngest son, Talbot, was left the 
manor of Impington and a squircarchal rank never attauicd by his elder 
brothers, and that this child was christened witli the name of Talbot. The 
inference is that John Pepys of Cottenham, like his grandson Samuel, 
waxed rich with passing years, and that his second marri.igc was con- 
sequently a much grander affair than his first. Hence the Pepysian squires 
of Impington. 
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London bom and of the privileged Guild of Merchant Tay- 
lors, traded under certain rather dubious rights in tlic neigh- 
bourhood of Blackfriars and Salisbury Court. Here he took 
a long lease of a house, abutting westward into St Bride’s 
Churchyard and eastward into Salisbury Court, and peace- 
ably practised liis craft. A meek, mild, pious man, he married 
at the age of twenty-four Margaret Kite, the sister of a 
Whitechapel butcher — a young woman of humble stock 
who before marriage had been a washmaid. Poor John might 
well have made a happier choice, for though like him she was 
pious, she was neither meek nor mild. But she bore him 
eleven children and thereby did the world some service. For 
tlie fifth of these, and the tliird to survive infancy, was 
Samuel, who was boni above his father’s shop on February 
23rd, 1633. Thence eight days later he was carried to the font 
of St Bride’s Church across the way and baptised into the 
Anglican Communion. 

Such events, during Samuel’s earliest years, were not un- 
common in the Pepys family, and the subsequent burials of 
little brothers and sisters in the green plot without, which 
was at once tlicir playground and their resting-place, almost 
as frequent. Besides his elders, Mary and John, there was a 
new brother, Tom, in the summer of 1634., a sister Sarah a 
year later, a brother Jacob (who died in the same year) in 
1637, and another, Robert, in 1638. To support so constant 
a succession of mouths, the family had to live frugally, and 
life at first must have seemed rather a scramble to little 
Samuel. 

Yet in the seventeenth century even the younger son of a 
humble London tailor was bom into a cheerful and lively 
heritage. At the end of the courtyard into which his fatlier’s 
front door looked were the cobbles of Fleet Street, with the 
wooden water conduit and its little doors to beckon one on. 
Beyond, a whole world of colour, movement and noise w'as 



EARLY HOME 


17 


calling. Here on the cobbles was stirring drinuniing, as carts 
and coaches rumbled down narrow posted streets and 
apprentices baw^led their wares at the passers-by. Overhead 
painted wooden houses leant together till young Jessica could 
whisper to Lorenzo from the attic easement, and gilded signs 
— flower pots, grasshoppers, silver luces — creaked and swung 
on iron frames. And from every alley and courtyard came 
smells of wine and tobacco from taverns where Falstafl 's 
cronies still drank and sang — the “Black Spread Eagle” in 
Bride’s Lane or the little alehouse in Popinjay Alley — ol rich 
tats cooking in gossips’ kitchens and the hot, rank odour ot 
crowded humanity. For when Samuel peered out of his 
father’s window it was Shakespeare’s London he looked 
upon. 

Along the skyline ran the spires and bell towers ot a 
hundred and nine churches, crowded together within the 
liberties of a medieval city and chiming, as the hours passed, 
their litany of prayer arid praise. But beneath these lay 
another city, given over to merchandise and the fierce, fibre- 
bracing competition for wealth of a new world. The men 
who thronged the churches on Sundays struggled furiously 
for tlie wages of mammon all the week : the wharves piling 
along the river, the pent-houses that huddled against every 
open wall, the shops that projected far out into the ever- 
narrowing roadways, all bore w'imess to the intensity of this 
service. Even in the nave of St Paul s itself, far beneath the 
great roof, the money-changers and vendors did their busi- 
ness. Notices of servants for hire were posted on the pillars; 
sharks, gulls and courtesans pressed together ; and the noise 
was as that of bees, a strange humming or buzz, mixed of 
walking tongues and feet, “a kind of still roar or loud 
whisper”. Only in die evening the clamour of the merchants 
and the rumble of wheels ceased ; then lights shone in latticed 
windows and lanterns swung in the wind as the moon came 
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upabovc the tall white chimneys and song floated from tavern 
doors ; and, when all was dark, the cliimcs broke the silence 
and the watchman’s call : 

Take liccd to your clock ; beware your lock. 

Your fire and your light, and God give you good-night. 

One o’clock ! 

Beyond the city lay England. It was still a land of great 
open fields and few hedges, of little farms and sheepcotes and 
poor, pelting villages. Throughout that green and smiling 
countryside were scattered jewelled manor-houses, guarding 
and ruling, clusters of brick or stone bani and granary, bake- 
house and brewery, panelled hall and courtyard, and wide, 
low, upper cliambers and gallery. Into this land old Izaak, the 
hosier, would slip away from Fleet Street with rod and angle 
and 

With his Bryan and a book 
Loiter long days by Shawford Brook, 

to sec the rosy milkmaids bring home the milk with song 
and to land immortal fish. Here a squire and liis friends could 
course a hare all day on open down, and, far away among the 
Devonshire orchards, the rector of Dean Prior could scorn 
the lure of the town and sing of 

. . . blossoms, birds and bowers, 

Of April, May, of June and July flowers. 

Of Maypoles, hock-carts, wassails, wakes. 

Of bridegrooms, brides and of their bridal cakes. 


Here men and dicir ways were unchanging, and the old cycle 
of the year, with its work and play, was unbroken, from the 
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New Year, when the village boys came round with the was- 
sail bowl to bless beast and bam and tool, tlirough bleak Lent 
days and February-fill-thc-dyke to the green joys of Easter ; 
from summer wakes and Harvest Home and the hock- 
cart, with its bacon, beer and steaming frumenty, througli 
November haze and the mystic rites of All Hallow Tide to 
the carols and the mumming players and die sweet winriy- 
festival of Christ’s birdi ; 

Thy nut-brown mirth, tliy ruvset wit. 

And no man pays too dear for it. 

To all this world of eager, passionate life a seventeenth- 
century child was born heir. Yet it was a heritage none the 
less which Samuel’s parents did their best to keep from liim. 
For the outlook and habits of that middle class of citizen 
to which they belonged had already been revolutionised by 
the translation of the Bible into the vernacular. In the 
course of two generations the hot ferment of Hebrew fer- 
vours, Hebrew taboos and Hebrew jealousies working on 
the literal and somewhat childlike English mind had given 
rise to that mighty force which we call Puritanism and to a 
new breed of Englishmen nursed in its principles— ordered, 
self-righteous and conscious of a divine mission. The process 
had been so swift that the educated rulers of England were 
almost entirely blind to it; Charles I and Laud never 
realised its existence till it overwhelmed them. The infant 
Sa«nucl, who was bom in 1633 when that process was in its 
midst, inherited the zest for life of the older England to which 
his forebears had belonged; but the training of his childliood 
formed him against nature as a pioneer of the new — indus- 
trious, respectable and jealously watchfulofhisown integrity. 

Therefore the kindly, careful, Bible-rcading tailor and his 
shrewish, ill-lettered wife taught Samuel and his brethren to 
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beware of the world which called to them so boisterously — 
the fine courtiers and ladies who glittered from the coaches 
outside the shop, die open doors of the lit taverns where 
ancient Pistol still fought and toyed widi Doll Tcarsheet, the 
beckoning sluts across the way in Fleet Alley. They made it 
plain to their little ones that the joys that London offered at 
such easy terms must lead to poverty in tliis world and hell- 
fire in die next ; it was evil to dance, to play at cards, to be- 
deck the body for love, to visit an alehouse. Instead ^hey 
taught them the psalms of David, crowded them on Sabbath 
mornings and afternoons into the family pew at St Bride’s 
(varying the goodly fare sometimes by waiting in the crush 
outside some popular place of worship till the doors opened 
to admit them to the glories of puritan eloquence within), 
and impressed on them the importance of tidiness, punctual- 
ity and keeping out of debt. For the most part the seed fell 
upon barren ground, for of Samuel’s brokers and sisters 
most died, and the survivors proved but stony places. But 
some fell upon good ground and in due time and after many 
set-backs brought forth fruit. 

Most of the grown-ups who surrounded Samuel in his 
early years were of the same careful and pious strain. There 
was liis uncle Thomas Pepys, a close, cumiing fellow who 
brought up his own children in the strictest school of fanati- 
cism ; his father’s half-brother, sober, substantial Mr Wight, 
the fishmonger; his mother’s beggarly relations, Kite the 
butcher and Fenner the .blacksmith, with their sober wives ; 
and Aunt James, “a poor, religious, well meaning, good, 
humble soul, talking of nothing but God Almighty”. This 
slightly forbidding band, in sombre-coloured cloak and liigh 
hat, was mostly encountered on the Sabbath, when tliey 
gathered to gossip over dinner before the afternoon service 
or round the supper table afterwards. 

Yet Puritanism could not take all the colour and savour of 
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life from the ken of an eager and loving little boy. One could 
always slip away into the noisy streets, dive among the carts 
and coaches on the house-crowned bridge or take boat to 
Southwark, where amid a rocking, shouting crowd one 
might watch yelping ciirs tossed roof-high by bulls in the 
Bear-Garden or sit, breathless and entranced, listening to 
Shakespeare’s magic ranted from the high boards of the 
Banksidc playhouses. From the first the theatre had a remark- 
able fascination for little Samuel; whenever he could he 
would squeeze into the “Red Bull” in Clerkcnwcll to hear 
some blood-and-thunder melodrama; and once, being a 
pretty child, he was all but beguiled into playing the girl 
Arethusa’s part at a performance of Philaster at the house of 
the magnate Sir Robert Cooke, (in after years it amused liim 
to think that he should have been chosen to represent a 
beautiful woman.) It was pleasant in summer to run down 
the steep alleys to the riverside and, splashing through the 
mud, bathe one’s legs in the cool water while one shouted 
time-honoured gibes at the passing watermen, or to accom- 
pany one’s parents on Sunday afternoons through the fields 
to Ishngton, where one could blow oneself out on old Pitt’s 
cakes and ales at the “King’s Head” and throw stones at the 
ducks in the pond outside. And when the round of winter 
games in the churchyard or Bride’s Lane with one’s brothers 
and sisters flagged, there was always a wealth of free sights — 
the constable carrying some malefactor to the stocks with all 
the boys and girls of the parish running after, or a fire, or 
a street brawl, as the churned-up muck from the kennel 
flew to left and right; or sometimes one might stand on the 
wheel of a cart to see a hanging, while ihe prisoner length- 
ened the thrilling suspense by Tong prayers and orations in 
the hope of a reprieve. Nor was there aiw lack of festivals 
and ceremonies to break the monotony of the days : Slirovc 
Tuesday with its fritters, or Holy Thursday, when Sam with 
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Other little boys walked the parish bounds in procession with 
a brooin-staft' in his hand ; and the great annual Fair of St 
Bartholomew, where all London forgot for once to be puri- 
tan as it gaped with delight before apes that danced on ropes, 
girls in rights, nimble fellows who' walked on their hands 
with their feet tied to their posteriors, and appraised such 
rarities as horses with hoofs like rams’ horns, geese with four 
feet and cocks with three. 

For the rest, Pepys* early infancy revolved round the 
family hearth in that little square of ground between Salis- 
bury Court and St Bride’s Churchyard, where now the wares 
of Messt's Watney, Combe and Reid arc sold to the patrons 
of the “White Swan’’ — the shop below where his father and 
his men would sit at their work cutting and stitching, the 
kitchen where on weekdays they all ate and drank, the little 
room where important family consultations were held, the 
attics, three stories high under the gables, where the children 
slept. It was, in its sober, frugal way, a good home of the 
middle sort, entailing on its members at least an outward 
respect, if no great constancy of practice, for things godly : 
thirty years later, after the Restoration, one of them was still 
signing himself — “I take leave as ever to be. Your truly 
loving brother till death’’. Outside work, religion and 
domestic economy, its chief pursuit was music; for in this 
universal English pastime even the Puritans delighted. It 
was a particular pleasure of tailor John’s, when the day’s 
labour was done, to take his old bass viol and play; at such 
moments the good, easy man grew quite lively. And in this, 
his favourite recreation, he found his son Samuel a wonder- 
fully apt pupil. 

Though the John Pepys menage was a humble one, it 
had its affinity to more important households. The soil of 
Cottenham had proved prolific, and not all of the race were 
the younger sons of younger sons. A few yards down 
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Salisbury Court was the house of another John Pepys, aTcin- 
plar,* who had an estate in the countr>^ and kept Ins own 
coach. He was descended, however, through four genera- 
tions of Norfolk gentlemen, from the same stock as his 
humble neighbours and namesakes — one of the old bailiffs of 
Crowland — and, having a kind, mcrr\' daughter who loved 
children, acknowledged the kinship and showed his young 
cousins much friendship. One of Samuel’s greatest treats was 
to be asked to stay at old John Pcpvs’ country liousc at 
Ashtead on the £psom Downs — a grand place it seemed to 
him then, though in after years he found it not quite so 
imposing. Here he and liis brothers and sisters would gorge 
themselves with mulberries in the garden, play with Peter, 
their host’s man, who would let them blindfold him in their 
games, or lose themselves among the hazels and bushes of 
the little wood behind the house, and on Sundays giggle at 
the pompous sermons of the poor, dull country parson in 
Epsom Church. In after years, "Ashtead, my old place of 
pleasure’’, was a very dear memory to Samuel Pepys. 

Another early recollection of the country centred in the 
village of Kingsland, a mile or two to the north of the City. 
Here, when he was still a child, Samuel, with his brother 
Tom — a year younger than himself — was boarded for a time 
at the house of an old nurse, Goody Lawrence. It was a 
pleasant spot, where a little boy could roam over the fields 
towards Islington shooting with his bow and arrows. "A 
very pretty place it is," he commented rwenty years later; 
"andlittlc did any of my friends think 1 should come to walk 

* He had actually risen in the law by his adherence to rough old Lord 
Chief Justice Coke, whose Marslial he had been and for whom he had 
dcvill^ many years before in the examination of the Gunpowder Plot 
conspirators. But this Samuel did not know dll many years later ; at the 
time when he first set eyes on him, John Pepys was nearly sixty and a man 
of great dignity. C.S.P.D. Oct. 9th, 1612; Diary, }an. 30th, i<568. 
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in these fields in this condition and state that I am.” They 
may be pardoned for their lack of foresight, for at Kingsland 
Sam was very small fry indeed; his aunt, Ellen Kite, was a 
servant at Mrs Herbert’s, the local chatelaine’s, at Newington 
Green. His stay at Kingsland was probably due to his health. 
Every summer he became exceedingly hot and broke out in 
pricklings and itchings all over his arms, breast, thighs and 
legs ; in the winter, on the other hand, upon the least taking 
of cold, his nose swelled, his water stopped and he suffered 
from an agony of suppressed wind. And at all times he was 
subject to a constant pain in tlie kidneys, accompanied every 
now and then by the most distressing manifestations.^ 
When Samuel was seven, he lost his eight-year-old brother 
and playfellow John. In the same December the eldest of the 
family, thirteen-year-old Mary, followed her brother to the 
grave in St Bride’s Churchyard, the httle cortege of mourners 
marching down Salisbury Court to Fleet Street and thence 
into the church. Samuel was now left his father’s eldest child. 
A year later two more deaths took place in the house — those 
of Sarah Pepys, aged five, and Barbara Williams, the family 
servant. The years that saw these domestic revolutions 
wimessed upheavals of a larger kind. In November, 1640, 
the Long Parliament met and all London turned out to 
watch its ear-cropped martyr, Prynne, ride in from West- 
minster amid a concourse of shouting thousands with sprigs 
of bay and rosemary in every hat. It was the herald of revolu- 
tion. All that winter the City was in a ferment, the cry of 
“Reformation!” going up ceaselessly against King, Court 
and Prelate, and the rabble surging into Westminster Hall, 
hooting the King’s officers, affronting the Lords and thrust- 
ing leeks under Archbishop Laud’s very nose. In the spring 

* “I remember not my life without the pain of the stone in the kidneys 
(even to the making of bloody water upon any extraordinary motion) 
till I was about twenty years of age.” Rawlinson MSS. A. 185, ff. 206-13. 
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of 1641 blood was let, a vast crowd standing in tense 
thousands on Tower Hill to watch Strart'ord’s head fall. But 
the nation’s fever still continued, and before Pepys was nine 
the King strode down with armed men to Westminster to 
arrest the five members, and his proud, independent capital 
opened its gates to shelter them. The autumn of 1642 saw die 
London apprentices barring Prince Rupert’s path with a 
hedge of 20,000 pikes on Tumham Green, while John Milton 
pinned a sonnet to his doorpost to bid Cavalier Captain, 
Colonel or Knight-at-arms spare the Muse’s bower. Barri- 
cades sprang up along the Chelsea Road, suburban Hyde 
Park Comer became a fort, trenches were dug on Constitu- 
tion Hill. Englishman sprang to arms to slay Englishman. 

How much of these events little Samuel winiessed wc do 
not know. Somewhere about his tenth year he left London 
for his native country. There were still Pepyscs in “Cotten- 
hamshire”, and at Impington Sam’s great-uncle Talbot 
Pepys, the old Elizabethan, ruled the manor. Though a great 
man in his own little world — he was a Bencher of the Tem- 
ple, Recorder of Cambridge, and had represented that 
borough in Parliament — Talbot had not forgotten die half- 
brothers who had cared for liiin during his minority and was 
always ready to befriend their grandchildren. Two hours’ 
ride to the west were other Pepyscs. One of Talbot’s sisters 
had married a Huntingdonshire squire, Sir Sidney Montagu, 
who in 1627 had bought the Priory house of Hinchingbrooke 
from the ruined spendthrift Sir Oliver Cromwell. Lady 
Montagu had been accompanied on her migration from 
Impington to Huntingdon by her brother Apollo Pepys, 
who seems to have attached himself to his brother-in-law 
and settled with him at Hinchingbrooke. Apollo was a man 
of some distinenon, a lawyer like his half-brother, a Pen- 
sioner of Gray’s Inn and at one time a Recorder of Cam- 
bridge. He was of a neat person, with a trim Elizabethan 
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beard as befitted the far period from wliich he hailed and, at 
tlie time of his great-nephew’s departure from London, 
rising seventy years of age. It was possibly through his 
agency that little Samuel was placed for a while at the Free 
School at Huntingdon — one of England’s fine old provincial 
grammar schools and one which, tliirty years before, had 
nursed the boisterous youth of Oliver Cromwell. 

At Huntingdon Sam was among friends. Besides old 
Apollo and the Montagus at Hinchingbrookc, his father’s 
elder brother, Robert Pepys, was settled a mile away at 
Brampton, where he possessed a small landed property and 
the widow of one Trice, who had brought him several 
children by her former husband. Nor did Samuel’s Hunting- 
don relations end there, for by a curious chance his mother’s 
sister, Elizabeth Kite, had married a local fcllmonger and 
alderman of the town, one John Barton. Another cousin, 
Tom Alcock, was his schoolfellow. 

Samuel’s stay at Huntingdon was not a long one— enough 
to make him count among his acquaintances in later years 
such local worthies as Lewis Pliillips the lawyer, Robert 
Barnwell the steward at Hinchingbrookc, and Tom, the 
tapster at the “Crown”. Beyond the little town there was 
nothing to impress a lad used to the clatter of Fleet Street : 
the slow, melancholy Ouse and the watery fields of Port- 
holme, the woods towards Grafham and the com on the 
Huntingdonshire uplands. He remembered better the places 
passed through on liis occasional journeys to town — always 
exciting events— the badness of the Baldock lanes, old fire- 
cock, best of hosts, at Stevenage and Lord Salisbury’s noble 
gardens at Hatfield. Yet even Huntingdon had its occasional 
excitements in those days. In the summer of 1642 Captain 
Walton raised the Trained fiands of the county for the Par- 
hament. abetted by Lewis Phillips, who refused the Sheriff’s 
orders to proclaim the King’s Commission of Array, while 
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Henry Cromwell, bearing the royal sign-manna! in his 
pocket, rode through the town with fifty armed men. A 
year later Captain Oliver Cromwell was in Huntingdon 
recruiting that “lovely company ” of “honest sober Chris- 
tians who, as the nucleus of his Ironsides, were to cast the 
kingdoms into a new mould. The Pepys clan was as divided 
as the Cromwells. Of the sentiments of Sam’s puritan father 
and mother there could be little doubt, and Uncle Robert of 
Brampton was transmogrified through the Parliamentary 
militia into a Captain ; but old Uncle Apollo, being an Eliza- 
bethan, had been accustomed to honour the King’s majesty 
and deplored the wars. In tliis he was at one with his brother- 
in-law, Sir Sidney, who, for refusing to take the oath to live 
and die with the Parliamentary Captain-General, Essex, was 
lodged for a while in the Tower. In 1644, when the war was 
at its height, the two old friends died within a few weeks of 
each other, Apollo lamenting his ruined estate, scattered in 
the hands of other men, and the calamitous times in which 
his last days were cast. Yet Sir Sidney’s heir, Edward Mon- 
tagu, like most of the younger generation, was passionate 
for the cause of Reform and, with eager hero-worship, 
followed his neighbour, Oliver Cromwell, into the field. In 
such an atmosphere Samuel could scarcely fail to grow up a 
Roundhead. 

Before the triumph of Parliament was complete, the boy 
was back in London. Five minutes’ walk from his father’s 
house, where the booksellers’ shops crowded up to the walls 
of the cathedral, lay the school of St Paul’s, which Dean Colct 
had founded as a seminary for the New Learning five genera- 
tions back. Here in a world of bells, books and switches, 
with the roar of the City just beyond the schoolroom, Pepys 
spent the last years of his boyhood. Here, as a little lad, he 
came to say his Catechism and write his name, paying 4J. to 
the poor scholar who swept the room, and took his place 
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thereafter in the Vcstibuliim where the children of the lower 
forms were instructed in the elements of the Latin tongue, 
the Catechism and Christian manners. All round him on the 
walls were those long Latin inscriptionswhich good DrColct 
had delighted to set up, intimations of his mind and inten- 
tions, even on the very windows wlierc teacher and taught 
could read their duty: " Axit doce, aut disce, aut discede.” 
Accidence and Grammar, Livy, Virgil and Cicero and thence 
to Aristotle and Thucydides; Aeschylus, Sophocles and 
Aristophanes, Samuel followed the well-trodden path by 
which Paul’s scholars climbed to the Eighth Form, becoming 
thereby “ perfect grammarians, good Orators and Poets, well 
instructed in Latin, Greek and Hebrew”. Samuel was never 
perhaps all these things, but he acquired enough leaniing at 
least to pass for a learned man and to love good, worthy 
books of all kinds. In after years he could read for pleasurp 
Cicero’s Oration against Catiline, correct (a little faltcringly) 
his younger brother’s Greek orations and entertain a Dutch 
Admiral, who had no English or French, in Latin. It was 
certainly more than most public men of to-day inherit from 
their schooling. Here also Pepys made some friends and 
many acquaintances — his favourite, Jack Cole, ingenious, 
witty, erratic; John Powel; good, honest Dick Cumberland, 
the tailor’s son, to whom in later years he would gladly have 
given his sister and who rose from such humble beginnings 
to be a philosopher, a mathematician and a bishop ; Jonathan 
Radclific ; William Brownlow ; learned Richard Meggott — 
he also rose to some eminence; Henry Yelverton; Tom 
Davies ; Christmas the mimic ; Bernard Skelton ; and silly, 
importunate, impertinent Robert Elborough, who was the 
butt of everyone’s sport and afterwards became a curate and 
preached “in as right a parson-hke manner ... as I have 
heard anybody . Over all these Grecian lads presided the 
puritan antiquary Dr Laiigley, whose awful presence and 



speech “struck mighty respect and fear into his scholars”, 
whicli, however — it is pleasant to know — “wore off a little 
after they were used to him”. He composed for his charges 
(for which perhaps they did not thank him) a short Rhetoric 
and a compendious Prosodia, and was a friend of the learned 
Seldcn, whose long, spare figure, crooked nose and popping 
eye were often seen in the school — a circumstance which 
explains the young Clerk of the Acts’ subsequent boast cliat 
he was acquainted with him.* He was assisted in his labours 
by Samuel Cromlcholme, the Sur-master. a lover of books, 
antiquities and rarities, and a very worthy and imposing, if 
somewhat dogmatic, pedagogue. 

In this atmosphere, Sam learnt to scan a mental horizon 
wider than was offered by the crowded household in Salis- 
bury Court or the rustic world of Huntingdon. He spoke 
with learned fluency on Apposition Day of the seven Liberal 
Sciences, stood the cross-examination of the examiners in 
Latin, Greek and Hebrew before the assembled Governors of 
the Mercers’ Company and composed classical orations on 
the far from academic events which were moving the 
world of England without. But Pepys, as befitted a pupil of 
the most puritan of English schools, was not in the least 
shocked by these tremendous changes; his young mind was 
by now far too liberal for that. A tailor’s son with the learn- 
ing of the ancient republican world at his finger-tips could 
sec nothing incongruous in the spectacle of stem and inspired 
graziers, attorneys and cobblers sitting in judgment on an 
anointed king. On January 30th, 1649, he stood in die street 
at Charing Cross and watched Charles I’s dripping head held 
high above the block, and afterwards, as the snow fell on a 


* D. Nov. 29ch, 1661 : “I told Mr Coventry that I had heard Mr Seldcn 
often say that he could prove that in Henry VII’s time he did give com- 
missions to his captains to make the King of Denmark's ships to strike to 
him in the Baltic.” This was. as Pepys admits, a lie. 
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saddened and bewildered England, confidently informed his 
fellows that, were he to preach a sermon on the event, his 
text would be: “The memory of the wicked shall rot*’. 
Pepys’ politics were soon to undergo a drastic revision, but a 
clever lad of fifteen may be pardoned for being more radical 
and daring than his fellows. For the moment he was happy 
to mimic the flight of tlie eagles and train his unfledged 
wings to follow Cromwell and Milton and Harry Vane, 



chapter 11 
First Manhood 


“I by having but }d. in my pocket made shift to spend no more, whereas 
if I had had more I had spent more as the rest did, so that I see it is an ad- 
vantage to a man to cany little in his pocket,” Diary, Feb. i6tb. 1660. 


A YEAR later, in February, 1650, Samuel Pepys, now nearly 
seventeen, stood before the Master and Wardens of the 
Mercers’ Company in their great hall as a petitioner for one 
of the Exhibitions for Paul’s scholars which lay within their 
grant. It was a momentous occasion in the boy’s life, for on 
his success or failure his future career might depend. Trade 
was bad and the execution of kings and banishment of courts, 
however pleasing to the young republican mind, do not 
assist the tailoring business ; and in the previous autunm the 
Merchant Taylors, finding business growing ever more re- 
stricted and taxes ever higher, had petitioned the Lord Mayor 
and Court of Aldermen to suppress their humble rivals die 
foreign” tailors of Whitefriars and Salisbury Court. When 
John Pepys, good citizen, had gone as had been his wont for 
the past thirty years to St Sepulchre’s to record his vote for 
the public officers of the coming year, his franchise had been 
denied him on the ground that ne was no freeman, and in 
January, 1650, he had learnt that the Merchant Taylors were 
proposing to prosecute all “foreign” tailors within the City 
and Liberties. A week before his son’s great ordeal before 
the Governors of St Paul’s, the poor man had hastily and 
tearfully petitioned the proud Company for admission. 
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ortcring to pay any sum within reason to obtain his freedom 
and so “avoid trouble and molestation”. Under these cir- 
cumstances there was little hope of Samuel’s being able to 
continue his education witliout a scholarsliip. The Mercers 
sat witli the scales of his future before tlicm : on one side lay 
the paternal scissors and on the other the pen. The scales 
inclined, and Samuel Pepys, possessor of a Robinson Exhibi- 
tion tenable at the University, resumed the pen. 

In June that summer Pepys was admitted as a Sizar on 
the boards of Trinity Hall, Cambridge, where his cousin 
Dr John Pepys, the second son of his great-uncle Talbot of 
Impington, was a Fellow. The University, in keeping with 
the rest of England, was undergoing a strenuous purge from 
the nation’s new rulers ; a republican test had been tendered 
to the holders of all offices and fellowships, and those honest 
enough not to take it had been expelled. In the nearby 
college of Magdalene, where a particularly drastic purge had 
been applied, a hot Puritan was appointed as Master. John 
Sadler was thirty-six at the time, had a taste for administra- 
tion and prophesying conveniently in keeping with the 
times, and, as republican Town Clerk of London, stood in 
high favour with the government. It so happened that he 
was a neighbour of Pepys’ father and had a house in Salisbury 
Court. A formight after Sadler’s appointment by Parliament 
as Master, Samuel was admitted a Sizar of Magdalene, In the 
following spring, while Cromwell in the far north was 
preparing to drive the young King of the Scots from his last 
refuge, he was transferred from the books of Trinity Hall 
to those of Magdalene, going into residence and . donning 
liis gown for die first rime on March 5di. Four weeks later 
he was elected a Scholar on the Spendluffe Foundation. The 
winds of change, that had blown so chill for many English- 
men, had brought good luck to young Pepys, 

He was eighteen now — not many inches over five feet in 



33 


Act. 17—18] AT CAMBRIDGE 

height, dark, round in the Face, witli large, enquiring eyes. 
His clothes, which were those of a young man of modest 
station, were inclined to be untidy, and early poverty and 
strict training had left their marks on him : a certain caution 
and preciseness of unerance showed the son of the puritan 
tailor and the thrifty housewife. But, once off his guard, the 
natural impetuousness of his temperament revealed itself; he 
was quick to feel, eager for pleasure could he but sample it, 
and irresistibly good-humoured. He liked company of all 
sorts, loved to talk and be talked to, and was greedy to 
every novelty. Above all he was curious—** with 
child , as he liimself put it, to see every strange thing — avid 
for knowledge and ready to seek for it anywhere, for liis was 
a liberal genius. All this did not reveal itself at first ; to liis 
tutors he seemed a sober youth, prudently yielding the wall 
to thoM bigger and rougher than himself, a scomer (as be- 
fitted his station and the times) of swearing, drunkemiess, 
dancing and all light pleasures, and a great respecter of virtue. 
Perhaps he seemed so to himself, but he was mistaken. 

In a free University such a one finds liis natural element. 
Ana for all the sombre harness in which it was now dressed, 
there was still freedom at Cambridge. The young dons of 
Mag^lcnc, with their biblical names, Joseph and Samuel and 
Hezekiah, might talk with all the nasal preciseness of a 
saintly age, but human nature remained much the same as 
before. Services in College chapel might be read with un- 
mual fervour and without such sinful enticements of the 
flesh as surplices or organs, but to the ordinary undergradu- 
2te and in essentials our Samuel was one — they remained 
what they have always been, daily fences to be taken with 
lectures, disputations and visits to onc*s tutor without en- 
thusiasm or any other concern but to get them over safely 
and punctually, lest fine or gating should follow. A fasting 
night was merely an opportunity of supping pleasantly out 
S.p. — B 
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of hall in a tavern — “a shadow of religion witliouc any sub- 
stance”. And the godly young dons themselves proved on 
closer acquaintance to be remarkably like other young men 
— Joseph Hill of Yorkshire, so full of words, Nordiampton- 
shire Hezekiah Burton, John Pcachell, who relished his glass 
like any other honest fellow, and Pepys* own tutor, the in- 
genious and voluble Mr Morland, whom Iiis pupil never 
ceased to regard, for all his latter fame and inventiveness, as 
a fool. As for the undergraduates themselves, they were the 
same cheerful, loquacious creatures that they have been in 
all ages. There were Pepys* chamber-fellows, Bob Sawyer, 
one day to become Attorney-General but now humble 
enough, and Kit Anderson, studying for medicine and by no 
means averse to a wench, when he could find “an exceeding 
pretty lass, right for the sport”; Thomas Fossan die Lon- 
doner, and Hoolc, Castle and Nicholson his fellow pupils; 
Clem Zanchy, a year older. Jack Hollins the Yorksliircman, 
and, dearest of all, his old friend of St Paul’s, Dick Cumber- 
land, a lad of reading and parts after his own heart.* Others 
dicre were more remote, whom Pepys encountered in later 
years but with whom at that dine he was on no more than 
bowing terms — John Skeffington, the baronet’s son, “one 
widi whom I had no great acquaintance, he being then (God 
knows) much above me”, Sdllingfleet the Gospel preacher, 
and Dryden die poet. The friends of after-life were mosdy 
encountered later, for socially Pepys outsoared nearly all his 
Cambridge contemporaries. “Wc had much talk”? he once 
recorded after a chance meeting with one of them, “of all 
our old acquaintance of the College concerning their various 
fortunes, wherein to my joy I met not with any that have 
sped better than myself.” But for the moment diese rough 

* In 1686 Bishop Cunibcdand dedicated his work on Jewish Measures 
to Samuel Pepys, Secretary to the Admiralty, "for that good affection 
begun in your youth thirty years ago in Magdalene College Cambridge’*. 
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lads were the bread and staff of Pepys’ life — the boon com- 
panions with whom he talked all night of mysteries divine 
and terrestrial in bare, boarded chambers ; bought stewed 
prunes from Goody Mul liner across the way, and walked the 
fields towards Madingley or the river meadows by Chcstci- 
ton, whence a boatful of boys might ferry across to stand 
for a moment, silenced as the magic of a summer’s evening 
caught up their spirits, among the ruins of Baniwcll Abbey. 

It was on one of these walks that Samuel Pepys was first 
made aware of what was to remain for ever the haunting 
fear of his life. It was a hot summer’s day in the year 1653 
and he and a number of his friends walked out from Cam- 
bridge to Aristotle’s well, where they slaked their thirst with 
great draughts of cold water from the conduit. When he got 
back to College he was seized with a violent pain and lay for 
some days in agony, after which the hereditary stone,* 
hitherto lodged in his kidneys, was carried into the bladder — 
a transference which Pepys himself attributed to the weight 
of the water he had drunk tliat day and which was attended 
by alarming and bloody symptoms. Henceforward he was 
subject to constant and growing fits of pain. 

It was shortly after tliis event, in die ^^chaclmas Term of 
1653, that the first record occurs of over-drastic action on 
Pepys’ part to moisten another “mighty drought” to wliich 
he was “subject after intent speaking”. There were many 
pleasant taverns in Cambridge — the “Falcon” in Petty Cury, 
the “Three Tuns” on Peas Hill, the “Rose” (where many 
years later the diarist was once kept awake all night by the 

* The disease was apparently entailed on his fimily. On Nov. 4th, 
1660 , he found his mother in "greater and greater pain of die stone" — 
she ultimately voided a large stone, which to Pepys’ disappointment she 
threw into the fire»-and on Jan. 27th, 1663, he notes that his brother John 
at Cambridge "hath the pain of the stone and makes bloody water with 
great pain, it beginning just as mine did*’. 
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noise of drunken scholars) — and humbler alehouses where 
a poor student might be merry at his case. On October 21st 
Sam, witli his acquaintance Hind, was solemnly admonished 
by his tutor Morland and Mr Hill in the presence of all the 
rdiows of the College for having been scandalously over- 
seen in drink tlic night before. 

Indeed, bcliind its imposing facade of godliness republican 
Cambridge was built of coarse and human enough material, 
and was probably none the worse for it. Pepys* cousin, 
Bamardiston of Cottenham, introduced him to Mrs A^tis- 
worth, the jolly bawd who kept an inn for all the good 
fellows of the county and taught liim to sing Full forty times 
over, “a very lewd song*’. It perhaps did liim no great harm, 
for his puritan home and schooling, acting on a frame not 
naturally given to chastity, had tended to make liim a prude. 
Even in manliood, when die veneer of purity had long been 
lost, this most outspoken of men in other things could never 
quite bring himself to call a spade a spade. 

But in all else young Pepys was heaidiy enough. He loved 
music and good talk and enjoyed the company of his fellow 
creatures, and he worked hard because learning was joy to 
him. He read widely, admired Roman virtues and Greek 
dialectics, and diought himself a philosopher because he 
could name die qualities of die elements from Aristotle 
and quote with feeling Epictetus* axiom — ^<p* fmlv 
Kal tA oOk ^9* fiplv*’,* Amd he had good friends: the 
kindly, restrained, humorous face of his comrade Cumber- 
land still looks down from his portrait to reassure us, and 
his Cambridge cousins, the Angiers, descendants of his great- 
uncle, Thomas Pepys the Red, watched over him and be- 
friended him. So his days at the University were prosperous, 
and in after years pleasant to look back upon. In October, 

* “Some things arc in our power, others are not." Sec Diary, Sept, 
pch, 1662. 
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1653 — it was a week or two before the bacchanalian evening 
uith Mind already mentioned — he was preferred to a 
scholarship on the Smith Foundation and given liis degree. 

Exactly when Pepys left Cambridge and by what means 
he earned his livelihood when he did, we do not know and 
perhaps never shall. His own statement, made in the House 
of Commons in after years, imphes that he went straight 
from the University into the service of his cousin Edward 
Montagu, but as the same statement adds tliat it was in the 
honourable capacity of Montagu’s secretary (wliich we 
know to be a lie, though a very niitural one in a highly placed 
public man, anxious to hide the lowness of liis beginnings), 
it is hard to attach much importance to it. It seems probable 
that the Bachelor of Arts returned at any rate for a time to 
his father’s home and even served in the shop. He certainly 
carried clothes to his father’s customers — a fact which filled 
him with shame when he rc-cncountcred them. 

Poverty did not prevent him from falling in love. Even 
at Cambridge tlic divine discontent which makes fools and 
poets of us all had touched him, and he long honoured fair 
Betty Archer’s memory. Perhaps it was her obduracy which 
made him first try his prentice hand at literature, for wliile 
still at the University he wrote a play called Love-a-Cheat, 
which subsequently, when turning over old papers, he 
burnt in the hcarticss maimer of manhood. Perhaps even 
earlier the gentle passion had touched the boy’s sensitive 
heart: he had written an anagram on the name of sweet 
Elizabeth Whittle, who lived in his father’s alley (and be- 
came in due course the grandmother of Charles James Fox) ; 
and once, revisiting the scenes of his youthful sojourns at his 
cousin’s house at Ashtead, he recorded witli what great 
pleasure he viewed his old walks, “where Mrs Hcly and I 
did use to walk and talk, with whom 1 had the first 
sentiments of love and pleasure in woman’s company. 
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discourse and taking her by the hand, she being a pretty 
woman”. 

He had not long left Cambridge when he met liis match. 
She was the daughter of a French Huguenot who had come 
over to England witli Queen Henrietta Maria, lost his place 
at Court (wc do not know how, but he said it was on 
account of his religion), and married the daughter of an 
Anglo-Irish gentleman, Sir Francis Kingsmill. She was very 
beautiful, witli a little round face of an almost unearthly 
pallor set in curls. He was twenty-two and she fifteen. And 
he loved her ecstatically, passionately, so that the very 
intensity’ of his emotion made him physically sick and he 
could not rest till he had her. It was all utterly illogical and 
unreasonable : she was penniless, a mere child, not even his 
countrywoman, and he himself was witliout money or 
prospects. The Pcpyscs had generally married so prudently, 
haggled for the very last penny of dowry which their for- 
tunes could justify, and got themselves such careful, com- 
petent and (since something must be sacrificed to obtain so 
much) ugly wives. And here was Samuel quite mad to 
secure himself not a UveUIiood, not a decent settlement of 
land, not a frugal, honest mate of liis own class and coimtry, 
but a little pale cliit of a foreign beauty who could bring 
him notliing but trouble. For one who pretended to be a 
pliilosophcr and to eovem his life by the wise rules of 
Epictetus, it was a sad fall. 

Yet when your true fenman sets his heart on aiiydiing he 
generally succeeds, and Samuel was of Cottenham stock. 
Perhaps it was not very difficult to wheedle tlie consent of 
Elizabeth s father, a poor, good-natured, ingenious man, 
with the high-sounding name of Alexander le Marchant de 
St Adichcl and a pocket as empty of cash as his mind was full 
of whimsies and propositions of perpetual motion and such- 
like uneconomic absurdities. Indeed, the good man was 
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brought so low that even a penniless but industrious young 
student like Pepys might seem a desirable son-in-law, and 
the match was certainly enhanced in his eyes by the fact 
that Samuel was a good Protestant. So, as soon as he was used 
to the situation, he accepted his child’s impetuous lover 
cheerfully and told her that he was happy that she had 
matched with one who was not only, for his years, learned 
and wise, but who would, he hoped, witli Christ’s aid quite 
blow out of her tliosc foolish thoughts which she had had of 
popery. On which she kissed his eyes (a thing she loved to 
do) and whispered that she had taken to her heart a man too 
wise and one too religious in the Protestant faith to suffer her 
thoughts to bend that way any more.* 

So Samuel had his httle bride, taking her at the altar on 
October 10th, 1655, as she stood at his side in her laced petti- 
coat. Saw a wedding in the Church,” he wrote many years 
later, ‘‘and the young people so merry one with another, and 
strange to see what delight we married people have to see 
these poor fools decoyed into our condition, every man and 
woman gazing and smiling at them.” As yet it was his turn. 
The ring he had bought for her witli his scanty sliillings at 
the goldsmitli’s near the New Exchange enfolded her finger, 
and afterwards they ate their wedding dinner in a tavern on 
the steep slope of Fish Street Hill where the carts rumbled 
down tlic cobbles to die bridge. At diat wedding dinner 
there was much kindness and loving respect between bride- 
groom and bride, for theirs was no marriage of convenience. 
And perhaps, than what was theirs at that moment, life 
offers nothing better. 

Yet, for better or for worse, Pepys had taken Elizabeth Ic 
Marchant de St Michel to wife, with her impecunious fadier 

* Sec, for a detailed account of this conversation between father and 
daughter, a most interesting letter from Balthasar St Michel to Pepys 
dated Feb. 8th, 1673, and printed in Howarih, pp. 44-7. 
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and mother and her shifty, feckless, dashing young rogue of 
a brother, Balthasar. The formalities were completed a few 
weeks later, when the banns were duly proclaimed in St 
Margaret’s Church, Westminster, and the civic ceremony 
(required by the new republican law of England but so 
strangely unwelcome to the church-bred, conservative- 
hearted people of that land) performed before a Westminster 
magistrate on December ist. After that he began to learn a 
little about her. 

He loved her and was intensely proud of her beauty, yet 
there were thinp to wliich he could not shut liis eyes. She 
was careless and untidy — a child who could not even keep 
her own clotlies tidy, let alone make a poor man’s home. 
And tliough he read to her continually, in the evenings and 
on long Sabbath afternoons, and fried to make her as learned 
and universally curious as himself, the plain fact remained 
that she was somewhat of a fool. Her favourite books were 
long, meandering French romances, whose tedious narra- 
tives she would even repeat in company in tlie most uncalled- 
for and irritating mamier. Moreover, she had a will of her 
own and, though she loved and admired her clever husband, 
liked to follow the bent of her own imperious little ways. 
In the end Samuel, who had almost as strong a will as nL 
kinsman’s kinsman, the great Protector, tamed her, but not 
without friction. 

Very early in their married life they quarrelled seriously. 
It did not last long, for their affection for each other, despite 
all their incompatibility, was too deep, but for a time they 
appear to have been separated, Elizabeth going into lodgings 
with friends at Charing Cross.* These early differences were 

* On Aug. i5ih, 1663, Pepys records going to Deptford with Mr 
Palmer, one whom I knew and his wife when I was first married, being 

acquaintance of my wife’s and her fi-iends lodging at Charing Cross 
during our differences . 
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a very bitter memory to Pepys, who could scarcely bear his 
wife to remind him of them,* and at his fatlicr*s house were 
long preserved the tell-tale papers of that warfare. What 
caused it wc do not know ; but it seems probable that it arose 
from Mrs Pepys’ over-free display of her charms and her 
husband’s frenzied resentment. A certain Captain Robin 
Holmes, a fine-coated swashbuckler of a fellow, cast eyes on 
her and appears to have received encouragement. There were 
probably others. At any rate Pepys grew desperately jealous 
— a circumstance of which his wife did not fail to take 
advantage. She could always in after years shame her hus- 
band by speaking to him of his “old disease of Jealousy*’ ; 
once when she suspected a recurrence of tlic malady, she in- 
dustriously and maliciously inveigled him into reading aloud 
Sir Philip Sidney’s strictures on this uncourdy complaint. 
The beginnings of married life between young folk of 
different training and temperament can never be easy. The 

f )assion$ of a young man of strong feeling who is deeply in 
ove are not unlikely to embarrass a girl of fifteen, and Mrs 
Pepys was no more. Her husband’s sexual life was robust 
and eager ; hers, at any rate at this time, was not. She suffered 
in a delicate part of her body from a recurrence of painful 
humours and swellings, of which, poor child, she was natur- 
ally very sensidvc ; and every month she was prostrated for 
some days with acute pain. Of all this Samuel at first can 
have had little understanding. He wanted her with all his 
being, and he may well have set down her inability to want 
him in the same wayf to ficklc-heartedness. After all, 

* D. July 4th, 1664 : " Very and very foul words from her to me 

. . . and reflecting upon our old diflcrcnccs, which I hate to have remem- 
bered-’* And sec D. Aug. 13th, 1661. 

f On Nov. I4ch, 1668, after the great crisu about Deb, Pepys records 
how he had slept more with his wife as a husband in the past few days 
rhati in twelve months before, **and with more pleasure to her than 1 
rhmic in all the Hmg of our married life**. And see D. Aug. and, 1660. 
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imniuiiicy from the vice of snoring (and this was among 
Mrs Pepys* virtues) is not the only requisite of a bride. And 
Samuel was of an age when all thmgs are desired and 
expected. 

Yet tliough heart’s desire attained proved only disillusion- 
ment and those interpreters of married hfc, children, did not 
come to the Pepyses, the young people for all tlieir quarrels 
were generally happy enou^. When Samuel was cross and 
Elizabeth wished to be forgiven she would come to his bed- 
side and do all things to please him till he could hold out no 
longer ; or when it was her turn to sulk, he would coy with 
her till she ceased crying and tliey were friends once more as 
they always were. Then tliey would sit together of an even- 
ing playing backgammon, or Elizabeth in her old morning 
gown, wliich Samuel called her “kingdom” from die ease 
and content she used to have in wearing it, would recite 
French poems for liis delight. 

But the first of Pepys*, the married man’s, problems must 
have been purely economic. He had wedded at rwenty-two 
and he had to find bread for himself and Ids wife. Happily 
for him, fortune smiled. The rise of the republican army 
had levelled the proud Presbyterian merchants of London as 
low as the royalist squires over whom they had triumphed 
beneath the might of a little hierarchy of fanatic enthusiasts, 
artisan colonels and pagan philosophers — the most curious 
government England has yet seen. This levelling process had 
raised the comparative status of a poor “foreign” tailor in 
the order of things, and Pepys’ father in 1653 — one suspects 
some gentle pressure from without— had been admitted to 
the charmed circle of the London Merchant Taylors. In the 
same ye^ the sei^re of supreme power by the fenman, 
Cromwell, materially advanced Samuel’s prospects. For 
Cromwell loved and was loved in return by young Edward 
Montagu, whose capacity and fidelity he recognised. In July, 
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1653, when he was only twenty-eight, Montagu was called 
to the Protector’s Council of State, and in November of the 
same year made a Commissioner of the Treasury. Nor was 
he the only one of Pepys’ kin to benefit by these changes. In 
1654 his father’s first cousin, a Pepys of the elder line, 
Richard of the Temple, with whose children Samuel was 
intimate, was appointed to the great office of Lord 
Chief Justice of Ireland. The rise of a Hunringdonsliire 
squire to the mightiest position ever held by an Englishman 
was thus not without significance to the house of Pepys. 

From the first of these Samuel received preferment. The 
same month tliat witnessed his o\vn marriage saw his cousin 
Montagu called to the Admiralty Commission. In January, 
1656, Montagu received a greater call, being appointed Joint- 
Commander with Robert Blake of the English battle fleet, 
now under orders to sail for Spain on active service. The new 
Admiral, who was neither then nor later very happy in the 
management of his own private aflairs, was in need of some- 
one to look after his lodgings in Wliitehall and attend to his 
financial transactions in London. Samuel was selected,* and 
in February duly attended his new master across the river to 
Lambedi to sec him take coach for Portsmouth, where the 
Fleet was lying. A montli later when Montagu wrote a letter 
from the Naseby^ then on the point of departure in St Helens 
Roads, he addressed it to his servant Samuel Pepys at his 
lodgings in Whitehall. For there in a little turret overlooking 
the Gateway, in the very midst of the old rambling royal 
palace of Whitehall, now the seat of the Protector’s govern- 
ment, were established Samuel Pepys, the tailor’s son, and his 
wife Elizabeth. 

From Iiis window he could see the whole palace, an 

*Ic is possible that he was already inscalled in Montagu’s household 
before his marriage; the £act that the marriage, both civic and ecclesi- 
astical. occurred at Westminster is significant. 
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anarchy of buildings of every date and type, crowded be- 
tween the river and the park. Beneath his gaze, and almost 
through the very centre of Whitehall, ran tlic public road 
wliich linked the city of Westminster to Charing Cross 
village and London. To tlie cast the eye travelled across the 
palaces of the nobihty, which still lined the Strand and whose 
gardens of fruits and flowers ran down to the Thames, to the 
vanes and spires of London with old St Paul’s towering above 
all. Westward, beyond the park, were fields v^dth the 
Kingston and Exeter roads running across them, the sub- 
urban pleasance of Hyde Park witli its horse-ring, the West- 
bourne stream lazily seeking Thames through meadows of 
cowslip and buttercup, and tlie villages of Kensington and 
Chelsea. 

The Whitehall in wliich Pepys lived had changed much 
since he had first seen it as a cliiid during liis family’s Sunday 
rambles. The throng of gallants who long ago stood at the 
entrance gate there to ravish themselves wdth the sight of the 
ladies* handsome legs as they took coach, the saucy livery- 
men who jeered at the honest, gaping Londoners passing 
down the lane, the red and golden beefeaters lazing over the 
great black jacks in the Hall, were now but ghosts. Yet the 
silence and cobwebs of the past twelve years were also 
vamshed. For in the very palace of the vanished kings tlierc 
had sprung suddenly into being a greater king, and White- 
hall, like England without, felt for the first time since Ac 
dcaA of Elizabedi Ae beat of a mighty and single pulse — 
‘‘one management of affairs, quick, sudden and wiA expeA- 
tion”. And all aroimd were Ae ministers of Aat imperial . 
domimon, men wiA coats of buff and red, steel-breasted and 
capped, bearing pike and musket as Ac sign of their com- 
mander’s empery. 

Here Pepys Ad business for Montagu — his honoured 
master, as he called him on Ae inscriptions of his letters— 
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banking his money, protecting his official perquisites from 
self-seeking magnates and making such payments as he 
received orders to make. “Sam Pepys,” wrote his employer, 
“you are upon sight hereof to pay unto Captain Hare or his 
assignes die sum of ^^104”, and Sam, leaving Elizabeth at 
her housework, would duly make his way through the wait- 
ing soldiers and hurrying scullions to the river steps, there to 
take boat for London to seek liis Lord’s chent in die covered 
walks of the Exchange or stand, cap in hand, at the parlour 
door of a Lombard Street goldsmith-banker. All this he did 
with methodical care and dispatch, and found it a pleasure to 
sec his master’s affiairs in proper order. For the blood of die 
Crowland b ailiff s was in his veins, and Samuel at rwenty- 
threc was an administrator. 

Not that Samuel’s functions at tliis time were all adminis- 
trative. When Iris master wanted swords and belts, black and 
modish for his own wearing, caps for his little daughters, or 
cushions and fine hangings to be sent to Hincliingbrookc, it 
was Pepys who bought them. In diese domestic commissions 
he was much aidca and commanded by Montagu’s elder 
sister, Lady Pickering. The wife of a powerful and thriving 
republican,* this lady was the cream of Cromwellian fasliion 
and liad a pretty taste in fine clothes and die due arrangement 
of books, looking-glasses and silver bedsteads. In all these 
she gave Samuel, to whom she must have seemed a very 
grand person, constant advice. Her direction became of par- 
ticular importance in the autumn of 1656 when Montagu 
returned to England widi the holds of his ships laden with 
Peruvian treasure, captured from a home-coming Spanish 

* According to the Anglican Walker, Sir Gilbert Pickering was “first 
a Presbyterian, then an Independent, then a Brownist and afterwards an 
Anabaptist, for he was a most furious, fiery, implacable man ^d was the 
principal agent in casting out most of the learned clergy . ^^alker. 
Sufferings oj the Clergy, p. 91. 
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galleon off Cadiz. “This singular providence of God”, as 
Montagu in a letter to Cromwell termed it, brought Pepys 
a great deal of work. His master shortly after his arrival went 
down to Hincliingbrooke to recuperate, leaving him to pilot 
through the shoals and rapids of the Prize Office the silver 
furniture and fine hangings, tlic boxes of doubloons and the 
chests of sugar, ffe drugs and rare roots, which he claimed 
as his share of the booty. The most troublesome prize of 
all was tile young Marquis dc Baides, son of the fallen 
Viceroy of Peru. During tlie fight off Cadiz, liis father, 
motlicr and sister had all been slain and liis entire fortune 
captured, and Montagu’s kindly and sympathetic heart had 
been touched by liis plight. Till the boy could be ransomed, 
he left liini in the charge of the Pickerings and liis servant 
Pepys, bidding them apply some of the captured furniture 
to provide him a suitable bedchamber. It was possibly in the 
discharge of these charitable duties tliat Pepys first acquired 
that acquaintance with Spanish wliich he was later to find so 
useful both in tlie formation of liis hbrary and the recording 
of his amours. Montagu had been content to converse with 
the young marquis in Latin ; it is in keeping with what we 
know of Pepys’ eager love for learning that he should have 
wished to improve tlie occasion by making himself master 
of a new language. 

Pepys duties at WJiitehall were also of a domestic kin d. 
He was the head of Montagu s httle London household. It 
is true that this only consisted of the footboy Tom, old East 
the messenger and a couple of maids, but it was enough to 
get Pepys into serious trouble with his master in the winter 
of 1657. In Montagu’s long absences with tlie Fleet and at 
Hincliingbrooke, there was httle for his London servants to 
do, and they were put on board-wages and left to obtain 
their meals at one or other of the numerous cook-houses 
around the palace and in the streets of Westminster. At these 
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die niaids appear to have made the acquaintance of certain 
amorous and, to their employer’s mind, undesirable fellows, 
with the result that one of them eloped, accompanied, it 
appears, by some ofMontagu’s goods. A subsequent enqui^)^ 
over wliich Samuel’s cousin Roger Pepys, the law)'cr and 
son of old Talbot Pepys of Impington, presided, ended in liis 
being accused of being privy to the marriage and guilty of 
anything but discreet behaviour. 

At these charges Pepys was in despair and all of a tremor 
to prove his imiocencc. “It troubles me’’, he wrote to liis 
employer, “to hear what your Lordship’s apprehensions arc 
concerning me. The loss of your Honour’s good word I am 
too sure will prove as much my undoing as hitherto it hath 
been my best friend.’’ The whole trouble, he explained, was 
due to the lack of proper employment for the young women 
and the ill company they thus met at the cook-houses : 
he, for his part, so soon as he perceived it, had done liis best 
to prevent ill consequences by giving die maid a plentiful 
allowance to provide for. his diet. As for die suggestion 
that he himself had been keeping disorderly hours, there 
was not a word of truth in it; he had never been forth 
at night on weekdays and, in future, would not even do 
so on Sundays, “though this”, he added, referring to some 
specific charge against him, “was not past seven o’clock, 
as my shc-cosen Alcock knows, who supt with us at my 
father’s”. 

Yet though these letters of this twenty-four-ycar-old 
upper domestic resemble closely, in their clarity, their mar- 
sh^ed evidence, their insistence on the writer’s unassailable 
integrity, the treasured epistles of the later Clerk of the Acts 
and Secretary to the Admiralty, it is impossible to escape a 
suspicion that Pepys was not as innocent as he pretended. 
Judging by references to her in the Diary, he was accustomed 
to treat the erring maid’s colleague, Sarah, in a manner 
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scarcely compatible with the duties of the chief officer of a 
household and highly indecorous in a young graduate of 
sober antecedents and scholarly tastes. To salute a cookmaid 
with a sociable and cheerful kiss was, in the seventeenth 
century, one thing: to take her on one’s knee and employ 
one’s hands about her person quite another. Yet this, a few 
years later, is what Pepys admits to doing with Sarah. 

But notliing was proved. *T see little cause”, he assured 
Montagu, ‘‘to doubt of giving your Honour a good account 
of the goods in the house and my care in keeping them so.” 
As for the future, he would see to it that the next maid should 
diet on four shillings a week with liimself and his wife, and 
by tliat means, he added, “the disrepute of a maid’s going 
to a victualling house in neglect of your Honour’s own doors 
will be prevented”. And he busied himself with the help of 
Montagu s sister-in-law. Mistress Ann Crewe, in finding 
another domestic. She, at any rate, should have plenty to do 
— making fires, cleaning the rooms and washing the clothes, 
scouring the silver and pewter and the like. Satan, Samuel 
was convinced, found mischief for idle hands to do. 

Though Montagu s household in London was small 
enough, Pepys as its head was a member of a far vaster and 
more important organisation. Down at Hinchingbrooke 
were the officers of a great rural magnate’s establishment — 
Robert Barnwell the agent, a personage of some dignity and 
substance* and a former friend of Pepys’ Uncle Apollo, and 
hon«t, jovial old Edward Shepley die steward. Both these 
di^itaries were very kind to young Samuel, particularly 
Shepley.j' who sent him turkeys and news of his relations 


* In December, i 6 < 5 i, he was a candidate for the post of Clerk of the 
Peace at Huntingdon. Carte MSS. 73. f. 641. 

t On J^y 5th, x666, after lending Shepley ;^30 on excellent security, 
Pepys added in some shame for his anxiety for the latter : "But to see how 
apt everybody is to neglect old kindnesses". 
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from the country and was always ready to drink a glass with 
him when he came to towm. At a very early stage of his 
career Pepys had learnt the art of making himself agreeable 
to Ills superiors. Yet he was on equally good terms with the 
lesser lights of Montagu's country household — “my friends 
his servants” as he later called them — turbulent, boasting, 
pot-swilling Ferrers, the led captain, Arcliibald the butler, 
John Goods the messenger, and Betty and Susan tlie maids. 

More important in the Montagu menage than any of these 
was John Creed, my Lord's secretary, a pushing, cunning 
and highly competent man, far nearer to Pepys in age than 
the other household chiefs, and his equal in wit and intelli- 
gence. Though far from a Puritan by nature. Creed was wise 
enough to conform closely to the moral fasliions of the time ; 
spoke widi the nice precision of the virtuous and would as 
soon hang as enter an alehouse on ilic Sabbath. But his real 
weakness was money (for the acquisition of which he pos- 
sessed gifts approaching to genius). Pepys regarded him as a 
crafty rogue and was Jealous of him, yet never failed to find 
his companionship a pleasure, for Creed had humour, learn- 
ing and Judgment. At the moment tliis man had Montagu’s 
car, and with it real power, for the latter, as was then the 
practice, took his private secretary with him on his official 
occasions, and Creed at such times .was for all practical 
purposes secretary and treasurer of the English fleet. Of 
infinitely less importance, but like Creed the constant 
attendant of Montagu, was the boy Will Howe. Quick, 
high-spirited and intensely musical, he was a great delight to 
the Admiral, as also to Samuel, who loved to sing or Jest with 
him. 

Pepys* early service for Montagu, humble as it was, 
brougnt him into contact with important folk and events. 
When Monugu was at sea — ^as he was again during the 
attack on Mardykc in the autumn of 1657 — Pepys made it 
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his business to keep him posted in the great events passing 
before those quick and v^atchful eyes of his as he slipped 
through the crowd at Whitehall. He saw the Lord Protector 
go down in state to meet his Parliament, heard the rumours 
of his approaching kingship and wimessed the arrest of a 
fanatic preacher who declared that tlie spirit widiin him 
which bade trim speak was greater tlian tlie government 
which bade him be silent. He saw the growth of new and 
almost regal ceremonies in the palace, of ushers with wands 
who stopped the people who for nearly a generation had 
been wont to wander at will through Wliitchall, and of the 
transformation of his cliicf’s radical brother-in-law. Sir 
Gilbert Pickering, into a self-important and officious Lord 
Chamberlain.* Sometimes, too, he caught glimpses of the 
mighty in their undress ; of Cromwell shaking his sides with 
laughter as he made his gendemen dress themselves up in 
captured Popish copes and vestments. 

Widi some of these great personages Pepys was even, in 
a humble way, on speaking terms. He spoke to Colonel 
Ingoldsby about his master’s timber, and often dined at the 
table of Montagu’s father-in-law, the Presbyterian magnate, 
John Crewe, at liis fine new house in Lincoln’s bm Fields. 
Here he was always welcome: die Crewes, for all their 
greatness, were simpje-hearted folk, and with die young 
members of the family. Lady Montagu and her brodiers 
Thomas and John, Pepys was almost on terms of equality. 
As for old Jolm Crewe himself, he was always ready to 

* “ As for news,’ ’ wrote Pepys to Montagu with a quiet humour which 
often creeps into his rather stilted letters, “hcc that secs the strictness used 
for stopping that free passage of strangers through Whitehall, and the 
ceremony used in passing the presence chamber, will say Sir Gilbert 
Pickering is a perfect Lord Chamberlain, and who meets Colonel Jones 
with a white staff in his hand will acknowledge him as perfect a Con- 
troller.” Can.' MSS. 73, f. 187; Dec. 22nd, 1657. Printed Howarth 9. 
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discuss business or politics with this intelligent, respectful, 
prudent young man, his son-in-law’s servant and kinsman, as 
DC waited at his bedside or coach door. Only liis wife was 
somewhat of a trial: “the same, weak, silly lady as ever”, 
Pepys found her long after, “asking such saintly questions”. 

Yet Samuel was still a very humble sort of person and ex- 
ceedingly poor. In their little room in the turret, Elizabeth 
used to make coal fires and wash his foiil clothes with her 


own hand, for which, he added in tlie days of liis pride, “I 
ought forever to love and admire her, and do”. Once he was 
so hard up that it seems he was forced to paNsm liis lute for 
forty sliillings, and his daily companions numbered such 
lowly folk as coachmen, cookmaids, carpenters. None the 
less, he stored away what shillings he could spare against a 
better day and scaled his letters with his own arms. 

Poor chough he was, it must not be thought that Pepys 
was without pleasures : for such he iiad a true genius. Though 
Commonwcaltli London was shorn of nearly all its old 
pageantry and merriment and one could scarcely see a man 
of quality in its streets, it was still full of delight for Sainuei : 
a new ingenuity in Mr Greatorex the instrument-maker’s 
shop, a chance drink with some stranger in a tavern or a 
traveller’s talc could alike give him exquisite pleasure. He had 
his treasured possessions : Iiis books, the fine pair of buckskin 
gloves he once bought himself in an expansive moment, his 
noble fur cap. And diough it was not for many years that he 
first knew the grandeur of a sirloin of beef of his very own, 
he could relish acutely what good things came liis way — 
cream and brown bread, a hog’s harslet or that excellent 
dish of tripes covered with mustard which he once tasted at 
Mr Crewe’s. 

But dearest of all his early pleasures was music. He still 
possessed his father’s old bass viol, and on this it was liis joy 
to accompany himself as he sang — 
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Nly mind to me a kingdom is. 

Such perfect joy therein I find, 

or Orpheus' Hymn, or Fly boy, Fly boy ; and, better still, to 
join in companionly music with others. He could pipe a 
flageolet as he journeyed down the river or sat for an hour 
in the sun in St James’s Park. And he was always ready to 
raise his voice in harmony with friends : a bed-time psalm or 
a bawdy tavern chorus came alike to liim, so long as the 
singing was true. 

Men of music Pepys never lacked for friends. In tlic valley 
of humiliation the pilgrims found the shepherd boy singing. 
In those days of poverty, London was full of musicians who 
had flourished in the royal court and were now penniless 
tavern-fiddlers. Such Samuel sought out and made nis com- 
panions : Mattliew Lock tlic composer, Henry Purcell, har- 
monious father of a greater son. Hill the instrument-maker 
and forerunner of a long musical line, and poor, modest, 
friendly Mr Spong. In such society he would sometimes 
enjoy the best of treats life held for him — a concert. Once in 
a music practice in Mr Kingston’s chamber he heard a song 
written by Payne Fisher, the poor mendicant poet, and set 
by Kingston (who had served Charles I and now served 
Cromwell, and was in due time to serve Charles II) for six 
voices widi symphonies between each stanza, of which the 
refrain ran : 

Funde florcs, tliura crema, 

Omne sit laetitiae thema, 

Faccssat quic^uid cst amari. 

Tuba sonet et tormentum 
Grande fiat argumentum 
Invicd virtus Olivari! 

Music, like good wine, was indeed of no party. 

Yet behind all Pepys* work and pleasure lay a shadow — 
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the shadow of dcatli. Ever since his rwenrieth year he had 
suffered under a constant succession of attacks of stone in tlic 
bladder. In the winter of 1657-8, wlicn he was busy defend- 
ing himself against tlic charges concerning the runaway 
maid, the trouble grew rapidly worse: somctiincs the pain 
was so insupportable that he was forced to cry out in his 
torment. It was bitterly cold tliat winter, so tliat, as Evelyn 
records, the very feet of the birds froze to tlicir prey. Cold 
at any rime was apt to bring suffering to Pepys, and the 
extremity of January and February brought matters to a 
head. By March an operation could no longer be averted. 
And in the scventeentli century, when chloroform was un- 
known and medical science imioccnt of die knowledge of 


septic germs, a major operation as likely as not meant 
death. 


At such a moment Pepys naturally turned to die familiar 
faces and scenes of childliood. .Among his father’s neighbours 
was Thomas Hollier, die lithotomist and surgeon to die great 
hospital of St Thomas. To him the good old man anxiously 
directed his son’s steps, and under liis charge and diat ofDr 
Joyliflc, a brilliant young physician who practised at Garlick 
Hill and whose own career was soon to be cut tragically 
short, Pepys underwent die first great ordeal of his life. 
Since his father’s house was too small, it was decided that the 
operation should take place in the neighbouring home of 
his cousin Jane Turner, the daughter of John Pepys of 
Ashtcad, who had been so kind to liim as a child. She had 
inherited her father’s house in Salisbury Court, where she 
lived with her husband (a wealthy Yorkshire lawyer) and 
a brood of merry children, of whom die eldest, Theophila, 
was now almost a woman. Mrs Turner had lost nodiing of 
her youthful taste for larks and escapades or of her kindliness, 
though the latter had taken a slightly devotional turn : she 
was a great pillar of St Bride’s Church. She and her daughter 
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The, aiid their cousin Joyce Norton, who lived with them, 
did tlieir best to make poor Samuel comfortable. 

With these kind people to tend him, he prepared himself 
for certain pain and perhaps death. To ease his suffering 
Hollicr called into consultation his old master, Dr James 
Moleyns of St Bartholomew’s,* who prescribed a soothijig 
draught of liquorice, marsh mallow, cinnamon milk, rose 
water and the white of eggs. March 26th dawned; tlicn, 
in the presence of his nearest relations and of Mrs Turner 
and her company, Samuel made liimsclf ready for the knife 
and swift, burning pain. Somewhere without, his good 
Aunt James, much supported by those poor, frenzied 
fanatics among whom she had her being, was praying 
hard. 

The operation was a complete success. Hollicr (though 
human enough in his love for a jovial evening and his insen- 
sate fear of the Church of Rome) was a master of his craft. 
In tl)at year he cut thirty for tlie stone and all lived, though 
soon after four others whom he also operated upon perished : 
such seemed a miracle in those days ; wc can now guess that 
his instruments had become septic and that, had Pepys* turn 
come a little later, we should have had no Diary.*)* From the 
patient there was taken a stone the size of a tennis ball — in 
technical language, about two ounces of uric acid of renal 
origin. Then a cooling and demulcent drink was prescribed 
of lemon juice and the syrup of radishes. 

His delivery was a turning-point in Samuel’s life and left a 


* He was a great royalist, and once attended Cromwell, whom he 
treated successfully for gravel in the bladder. Eucardio MomigUano, 
Cromwell. 

f In December, 1659, Pepys attended the Jewish Synagogue and there 
heard “many lamentations made by Portugall Jewes for the death of 
Ferdinando die merchant, who was lately cutt (by the same hand widi 
myselfe) of the stone”. Carte MSS. 73, f. 325. Printed in Howarth, p. 14. 



OPERATION FOR STONE 


Aet. 25] 



<lecp impression on his mind.* In after years, when March 
26th came round, he gave a dinner to those who had stood 
by him on that momentous day — “my solenm feast for the 
cutting of the stone” he called it. In 1664 he wrote with still 
vivid feeling of “how it liath pleased die Lord in six years’ 
time to raise me from a condition of constant and dangerous 
and most painful sickness and low condition and poverty to a 
state of constant liealtli almost, great honour and plenty, for 
wliich the Lord God of Heaven make me truly thankful”. 
He had been through the valley of the sliadow and, when die 
mists dispersed, his star was sliining brightly in the sky. Now 
he was “like to live” and, though he knew it not, to get 
an estate. * 


* It left him also with an intense interest in the disease of die stone, even 
wlien it appeared in the animal world. So, on May 25th, 1665, he made a 
particular note of what Mr Alsopp, the brewer, told him of “a horse of 
fiis that lately, after four days' pain, voided at his fundament four stones, 
very heavy, and in the middle of each of them a piece of iron or wood”. 
As for his own stone, this Pepys carefully preserved in a case which he 
had made for that purpose and duly produced it whenever any of his 
friends needed encouragement to undergo a similar operation. DiViry, 
Aug. 27th, 1664; and Evelyn's Diary, June loth, 1A69. 



chapter III 
A Mean Clerk 


“So by water to the Exchcauer, and there up and down through all tlic 
offices to strike my tallys for wmeh, methinks is so great a 

testimony of the goodness of God to me, that I, from a mean clerk there, 
should come to strike tallys myself for that sum, and in the authority that 
I do now, is a very stupendous mercy to me.” Diary, May i^di, 1665. 

By May isc, 1658, Pepys’ recovery was complete,* and he 
began life again. It seems probable tliat he never returned to 
live at Montagu’s lodgings, though part of his service for 
him still continued. We know for certain that on August 
26th of tliat year he was settled in a house of his own with his 
own maid to wait on him. His move to the Exchequer can 
therefore be dated with some assurance to the summer of 
1658. 

Through all the changes and revolutions of the past genera- 
tion, the administrative clerks of Westminster wno kept the 
wheels of state moving continued to work. Most vital of 
all the offices of government was the Court of Exchequer. 
Its judicial functions were carried out in state by learned 
barons sitting in square caps before a vast chequer-covered 
table in Westminster Hall, but its most important business 
was performed unseen in the Exchequer Office in Old Palace 
Yard. Here sat the receivers and tellers of the national 
revenue. In the Tellers* Office, as each department of state 
paid in its dues, the teller entered the payment into a book, 

* D. May ist, 1660 : “This day I do count myself to have had full two 
years of perfect cure for the stone, for which of Heaven be blessed.** 
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whence his clerks at once transcribed it on to a sUp of parch- 
ment which, thrown into an adjacent pipe or funnel, shd 
swifUy down into the Tally Court, where two wooden 
tallies were struck for the amount paid and one of them given 
to the payer as a receipt. It was in the business of this great 
state department that Pepys now became engaged. 

How exactly he got his new appointment we do not 
know. Doubtless Montagu, who was again at sea that sum- 
mer and had since Blake’s death commanded the English 
fleet, was able to do a good deal for his humble kinsman if he 
chose. Moreover, one of the four Tellers of the Exchequer, 
Leonard Pinckney, was a friend of Samuel’s old benefactor, 
Shepley the steward of Hinchingbrookc. It was perhaps 
through Shepley’s good oflaccs tliat Pepys was appointed as 
clerk to Pinckney’s colleague and the most important of the 
tellers, George Downing (later to become famous as the 
godfather of the street that bears his name). It was not 
exaaly an official post,* for Downing himself paid his salary 
of ^50 p.a.— equivalent to perhaps five rimes that sum in 
our present money — yet for all practical purposes it made 
Pepys a civil servant, since in the seventeenth century the 
senior officials of government were responsible for providing 
their own clerks to carry out the subordinate work of their 
departments. 

Pepys* second employer was not an amiable man. A rough, 
pushing young careerist, George Downing had been bred 
in Massachusetts and had taken to the regime of pious 
aggression now established in the mother-countiy like a duck 
to water. After a short period as a preacher in Colonel Okey’s 
regiment, he had become Scoutmaster-General in the 

* D. Jan. 31st, 1660: “I could discern that Hawly had a mind that I 
would get to be Clerk of the Council. I suppose that he might have 
the creater salary, but I think it not safe yet to change this for a public 
employment.*’ 



58 A MEAN CLERK [1658-9 

Commonwealtli army — a post for which his peering habits 
and quick, decisive, categorical mind admirably fitted him. 
He had since then been a member of Parliament and English 
Resident at The Hague. He was a great hand, as befitted one 
who moved in a world of secrets and intrigue, at ciphers, or 
“characters” as they were called in that age, and Pepys under 
his direction became a master of the same curious art. He 
held his post at the Exchequer as a minor employment, more 
for its emoluments clian its importance, and performed it 
chiefly by deputy. 

Pepys was decidedly frightened of his new employer, 
whom he regarded as a stingy and perfidious rogue but 
whom he served \\dth trembling and expedition. He was 
entirely at liis beck and call when he was in England 
(fortunately, Downing spent much of liis time in Holland), 
running messages for him, rising in the midst of liis dinner 
to answer his summonses and even distributing his invita- 
tions when he gave a party. When he was remiss, he was 
soundly chidden by his master, who, as a good Common- 
wealth man, was not nice about minor courtesies and saw no 
harm in giving those about liim the rough side of his tongue. 
Pepys shared his subjection with his fellow clerk Hawley,* 
who had been in Downing’s service before him and knew 
the ropes. 

For the rest, the new clerk’s dudes were not particularly 
arduous. Somedmes he carried money for Downing ; more 
often he was employed in receiving cash from one or other 
of the state departments — tlie Excise or the Probate of Wills 
— telling it over rill the last bag was counted, or paying it 
out to the soldiers and other state creditors. The work had 
some perils ; one might lose a score or so pounds from one of 
the bags, as poor Hawley once did, and have to account for it 
afterwards ; and it was temptingly easy to borrow the money 
* For Hawley s relations with Downing, sec ’JHiurloe, vn, 9, 360. 
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for private purposes in the hopes that one would be able to 
refund it without inconvenience when the dav of reckoning 
came. Pepys himself was somcwliat prone to fall into this 
free-and-easy habit. 

His labours were lightened by die companionsliip of his 
fellow workers, for the clerks of the Exchequer formed a 
large and spirited band. Though the old institutional cere- 
monies and celebrations of prc-Commonwcalth rimes, such 
as the annual dinner on St Thomas’ Day, had lapsed, the 
young clerks made up for it by a constant round of sly enter- 
tainments of their own. They had their weekly club at 
Wood’s in suburban Pall Mall, and could be found any time 
of the day, when dicy could escape from their professional 
duties, at “Will’s”, Harper’s or the “Dog” or any other of 
the drinking-houses of Westminster and Whitehall. Into this 
sociable life Pepys entered joyfully and unrestrainedly, and 
was always ready of an evening to cat pot venison and drink 
ale to abundance and sing a round of song with his fellows till 
Westminster chimes struck midnight. 

Of these companions, the brothers Dick and George Vines, 
the tally-joiners, who lived in Palace Yard and so loved 
music. Jack Spicer, who sometimes deputised for Pepys and 
Hawley but was more often to be found playing cards at 
Will’s, and William Bowyer were the favourites. The latter 
was nine years older than Pepys, but wonderfully youtliful 
in mind and appearance, not very clever — so that in later 
years his old friend thought him simple — but of an excellent 
good humour. His father, a ruddy-faced old man who came 
of a good Buckingliamshire family, was the doyen of the 
office* and seems to have acted as a kind of mentor to the 

* The old gentleman ultimately perished in February, 1664, riding 
through die river at night. “He was taken with his stick in his hand and 
cloak over his shoulder, as ruddy as before he di^^. HU horse v^s taken 
over-night in the water, hampered in the bridle.* D. Feb. ist, 1664. 
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young clerks : “iny father Bowycr”, as Pepys always termed 
him. He and his wife and tlieir four daughters, who all 
resided in the Exchequer, were regarded by Samuel almost 
as a second family — perhaps too much so for Ehzabeth, who 
once, during a quarrel, tearfully begged her husband to put 
her away and take one of the Bowyers if he disliked her. 
Their country home at Huntsmore in South Bucks was 
always at tlic Pcpyscs* disposal when they wanted a retreat ; 
even the needy Baity de St Michel, presuming on his 
brother-in-law’s popularity, left liis horse at grass there. 

Between the junior members of the government depart- 
ments a close alliance existed. Bencatli the Council Chamber 
in Wliitchall was the great room in which die clerks of the 
Council wrote. With these, their brothers of the Exchequer 
were on convivial terms. Their usual meeting-place was 
Marsh’s, and here Pepys could generally be certain of meet- 
ing those congenial souls Will Symons and little Peter 
Luellin. Mighty impertinent Samuel found the conversation 
of the former in later years, but for the present he seemed a 
brave fellow enough and honest. As for Lu ellin , he was at 
once a delight and a caution, always drinking and merry, 
full — far too full — of bawdy talk and song, and quite irresist- 
ible in his disreputable pranks : once at an alehouse in Poins- 
like fashion he held out his companion to a too-trusting 
landlady as an eminent physician so that the good woman 
poured out die tale of her infirmidcs into their delighted ears. 
Like Pepys himself, both these young gendemcn were 
married, but one gadiers, by the lateness of their evenings, 
not too seriously : six years later, when Symons was deprived 
of that solace, the diarist in one of his inimitable sketches 
drew the mourning husband thus: “But Lxird! to hear how 
W. Symons do commend and look sadly and then talk 
bawdily and merrily, though his wife was dead but the 
other day, would make a dogg laugh.** 
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There were others : Chctwind, so pale, sallow and ingen- 
ious — the Croesus among the clerks, for he was a man of 
property; Tom Doling, Parry and Thomas; Dick Scobell, 
who came of secretarial stock, and Gregory of tlie Ex- 
chequer ; Mount, at whose chamber in the Cockpit at White- 
hall Lucllin lay ; and Sam Hardib, son of that curious, philo- 
sophical, discoursive old German Pole whom Milton so 
praised. All these were members of the clerks’ social club, 
where they drank, chewed tobacco and canvassed such con- 
genial topics as how to tell by a trick whether a woman be 
a maid or no, and all by day engaged in the business of 
administering the state affairs of England, writing in their 
offices or standing bareheaded while their masters sat in 
council or committee. Later they appeared to Pepys in the 
light “of the old crew**, of whom as the years passed he be- 
came increasingly, tliough modestly and secretly, ashamed ; 
at the moment he was quite proud to mingle in such fine, 
jovial company.* 

But Pepys in 1658 had a source of pride greater even than 
that of his office and new friends. For tlie first time in liis 
life he had a home of his own. Some time in the summer of 
that year he took tlie lease from one Vanly of a house in 
Axe Yard on the west side of King Street, just where the 
dense congeries of alleys and lanes that lay between die 
Palace and Westminster shaded away into that comer of 
the Park which is to-day the Horse Guards Parade. It was not 

* D.Jan. zptb, 1664: "Comes MrHartlibb and his wife, and . . . Messn 
Langley and Bostocke (old acquaintances of mine at Westminster, clerks), 

. . . Here was other sorry company and the discourse poor, so that we 
had no pleasure there at all, but only to see and bless God to find the 
difierence chat is now between our condition and heretofore, when we 
were not only much below Hartlibb in all respects, but even these two 
fellows above named, of whom I am now quite ashamed that ever my 
education should lead me to such low company. But it is God s goodness 
only, for which let him be praised." 
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much of a house — “my poor little house”, he once called it 
— but it was a great advance on the chamber in Montagu’s 
lodgings. It had a dining-room, a study or closet where 
Pepys could make up his accounts and lock up papers, a 
garret at the top and (in addition to tlie connubial bedroom) 
a dressing-chamber below of his very own ; to say nothing of 
a yard behind where one could fatten turkeys, stock pigeons 
and throw one’s refuse. Around were otlier httlc houses, 
and some larger, where such more important folk as Samuel 
Harclib and PJehard Bradshaw, tlie Danzig Resident, Uved; 
otlier people’s yards and gardens with fruit trees in the 
spring; and at the end of the lane, winking across King 
Street at them in tlie evening, tlie hghts of Harper’s. 

It was all inconceivably grand. Even the disadvantages of 
having one’s cellar flooded when the Thames rose, the end- 
less barking of the neighbours’ yard-dogs at night or the 
noise of the billeted soldiers and their horses across the way 
at Hilton’s could not detract from the joy and satisfaction of 
it. Here was a proper setting for one’s belongings — they 
were growing, too. Samuel could even put by a little money, 
now that he was master of £,SO a year ; witliin two years of 
his appointment he had managed to save ^40 and invest it 
witli his Uncle Robert of Brampton. As for his clothes, on 
great occasions he could really make quite a show — a suit 
with great skirts, a silver lace coat and a fine cloak, which 
unfortunately met with an immendonable accident on the 
very day that he first put it on in the spring of 1659. More 
ordinarily, however, his wearing was a suit of black stuff 
clothes, such as that which in grander days he was to pass on 
to his brother Tom. 

Perhaps to Elizabeth the most valued of these accessions 
to the family’s possessions was the maid, Jane Wayneman, 
who took up her duties on August 26th, 1658, and for three 
years formed a comfortable backgroimd to the household. 
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She was a gentle, whimsical sort of a girl, who could not 
bring herself even to kill a turkey, though, as she grew older, 
her objection to force was so far conquered by her sense of 
misclucf as to allow her to cut off a carpenter’s niustachios 
— an outrage which reduced die poor man to tears and 
caused his wife to deny him her company in the belief that 
he had been fooling about witli his wenches. Like Mrs Pepys, 
Jane was inclined to be unddy, so that at times Samuel took a 
broom and basted her with it, but the meek hunrihry with 
wliich she bore this outrage always caused him to regret it. 
Her duties were of that universal domestic kind familiar to 
the handmaidens of young married couples of the middle 
class, and ranged from rising at two to start the day’s wasliing 
to lighting her master through the streets on a dark night. 
This paragon was remunerated at the rate of three pounds a 
year. After the manner of the seventeenth century, she lived 
with the family, shared their more humble visits and amuse- 
ments and when occasion demanded it their bedroom, 
combed her master’s hair and put Iiim to bed. One secs her 
in Pepys’ pages sitting by his bedside, innocently mending 
his breeches, as he reads himself to sleep. 

Axe Yard was full of neighbours, who after the manner of 
their kind were both friends and rivals — Major Grecnhfc 
and his wife, with whom Hawley boarded, old Mrs Crisp 
with her harpsichord, her pretty grandson Laud and her 
prettier daughter Diana, and Mr Hill, who, like tlic appren- 
tice of the song, once provided a wedding in the alley. But 
Pepys’ favourite neighbours were the Hunts, perhaps be- 
cause they came from his native Cambridgcsliirc. Mrs Hunt 
was a good, understanding sort of woman, her husband an 
official in the Excise, a worthy man of puritan persuasion. 
It was to them that Elizabeth went for company when 
Samuel was making a musical night of it at tlic Vines or 
drinking late (under the pretence of scaling letters for the 
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country) at Will’s or Marsh’s. When he called for his lady, 
he generally found them all playing a social round of cards. 

Yet Pcpys’ friends were not limited to folk of his own 
trade and neighbourhood. Critical as he often was, it was yet 


almost impossible for him to meet a fellow creature without 
becoming interested in him. The idiosyncrasies of mankind, 
to ordinary folk so puzzling and irritating, were to him a 
perpetual source of delight — once in after days going into a 
playhouse he presented the doorkeeper with six s hillin gs, 
one of which the rogue by a sleight of hand spirited away, 
pretending that he had not received it. “I was prettily 
served,” recorded Pcpys; “the fellow . . . with so much 
grace faced me dovm that I did give him but five, that, 
tliough I knew the contrary ... I could not deny him.” 
Those who find the foibles of dieir fellow mortals so enter- 


taining have friends everywhere. 

The acquaintanceship of Pepys, even at this period, had 
a wonderful catholicity. It ranged from Wootton the 
gossiping city shoemaker, with whom he dr ank and talked 
of the far-away days of the old stage while he waited for his 
purchases, to one who in his deep learning, humility and 
spiritual grandeur was almost a saint. Before the Restoration 
William Fuller, one of the finest scholars of his age and 
deprived of all his clerical preferments on account of his 
loyalty, was earning a pittance by keeping a school at 
Twickenliam, Here Montagu sent liis sons, and here Pepys, 
who was sometimes left in charge of them while liis patron 
was at sea, probably first met him.* With liis sure feeUng for 
genuine goodness, Pcpys took the older man to his heart, 
drank in his learning, consoled him in his poverty and 
honoured his goodness. 

A friend of a more ordinary kind was Henry Moore the 

* July 1 8th, 1666 : Dr Fuller, now Bishop of Limerick in Ireland, 
whom 1 knew in his low condition at Twickenham.*’ 
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lawyer. He appears to have been at tliis time a nieinbcr of 
Mr Crewe’s household, for whom, as also for Montagu, he 
acted in various capacities. He and Pepys, who were socially 
much on a par, often met, shared the same dinner of bread, 
ale and cheese at Clare Market, discoursed religion, classical 
tragedy and law notions with much solenanity and pleasure, 
and saw each other home of an evening: indeed, such was 
their love for one anotlier’s conversation that tlieir talk w'as 
apt to be interminable, “as he and I”, wrote Pepys, “cannot 
easily part”. 

Lesser friends were young Butler — “Monsieur I’linperti- 
nent” as Pepys christened die gay chatterbox of an Irishman 
— son of an ancient but ruined royalist house ; die learned 
Thomas Fuller, lecturer at St Bride’s Church and perhaps the 
most distinguished antiquarian of liis age ; naval acquaint- 
ances (made through liis service to Montagu) such as Robert 
Blackbumc, the rigid, honest CommoiiwcaJth Secretary to 
the Admiralry ; Roger Cuttance, captain of Montagu’s flag- 
sliip, the Naseby, Pierce the purser and his namesake Pierce 
die surgeon, both of die same ship, die latter widi a very 
beautiful and rather fashionable wife whom Pepys much 
admired — “the best complexion that ever I saw on any 
woman”. At die other end of die scale were more intimate 
but very humble friends, the results of casual contacts made 
while strolling for news and small wares among the busy 
trading population of Westminster Hall — poor Will* that 
used to sell ale at the hall door ; Mrs Howlett and her pretty 
daughter Betty, whom Pepys called liis litdc swccdieart and 
second wife because she so resembled Elizabcdi ; Mrs Michell 
the bookseller, at whose stall friends were wont to enquire 
for him and where he used to get his parcels tied up or stand 
for hours reading, and her gossip, old Mrs Murford. But 

* The proprietor, presumably, of “Will’s”, die house at which Pepys 
so often drank. 

S.P. — C 
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perhaps ot the inhabitants ot the Hall, Samuel was at his 
happiest among the “maids” — the euphemistic name by 
wliich were known the pretty linen vendors, who once sold 
their wares where to-day American visitors, parties of 
school-cliildren, and constituents seeking their representa- 
tives pass gaping by. A particular favourite was Betty Lane, 
a free-hearted, buxom lass whom one could always inveigle 
to the “Trumpet” across the way. For Samuel’s liking for a 
wench showed no sign of diminishing: Cataii Sterpin, the 
pretty woman who sold children’s coats at the corner of 
Clieapside;* the fine lady that walked, so pretty and 
sprightly, across Gray’s Inn Walks on Sunday afternoon 
and to whom he sometimes contrived to speak, all touched 
in turn his admiring heart. Provided one did not go too far 
and was true in the last resort to one’s wife, there could be 
no great liarm in it. Yet Mrs Pepys was not so assured; once 
after Catan had dined in Axe Yard, she insisted on following 
her indignant husband round the streets all afternoon as he 
went about his lawful occasions. 

Such were the companions of Samuel the clerk, treading 
the daily round of Whitehall and Westminster. He would 
nsc as soon as it was light (though seldom carUer) and, while 
his wife still abed read to him, make himself ready, write a 
letter or practise on his flageolet. Breakfast, as we know it 
to-day, he did not take : a morning draught of ale or purl 
at “Will’s” or the “Harp and Ball”, or, on grander occa- 
sions, pickled oysters, anchovies and wine, would suffice 
to set him up for his morning’s work. Thence to the office 
(while Elizabeth cleaned the house or trudged to market), 
where sometimes, if Downing was at home and Exchequer 

* Poor woman, she met a s.id end. For Madam Bennett, the famous 
bawd, ‘by counterfeiting to fall into .1 swoon . . . became acquainted 
with her and at last got her ends ot her to lie with a gallant diat had hired 
her to procure this poor sou) for him”. D. Sept. 22nd, 1660. 
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payments were licavy, he would be busy enough, but where 
more often there was little to do ; in the latter ease lie almost 
invariably found himself before the moniing was over sitting 
in Harper’s over a drink and a yam or taking a midday walk 
round St James’s Park or Westminster Hall. Dinner, the 
day’s principal meal, followed about half-past nvclvc or one. 
Judged by modem standards, this, for a man who normally 
took only one full meal a day, was no great arfair : a piece 
of beef from Wilkinson’s, the King Street cook-shop, or 
even, when the larder was empty and die domestic finances 
very low, a dish ot “pease porridge and nothing else” was 
the only kind of fare he could expect at home. A pleasant 
alternative was to walk in Lincoln’s Inn Fields and dine with 
the Crewe household where, even if the dining-room was 
full of guests, there would always be a dish of buttered 
salmon or some such appetising rarity widi the servants 
below. On holidays or great occasions Sam might go 
further afield: to dine with his cousin, Thomas Pepys the 
turner, in Paul’s Churchyard, who, being a shopkeeper, 
could afford rather better viands than a salaried clerk — “only 
the venison pasty was palpable beef which was not hand- 
some”— or feast with his fellow clerks on the “ordinary” 
at the “Chequers”. 

The afternoon was not normally a busy time for Pepys. 
Unless there were soldiers to be paid and the office claimed 
him, he could spend it as he pleased — fiddling with his 
friends the Vines across die way or going down the river 
in a sculler to do business in London, perhaps taking Eli2a- 
beth with him to visit the fine shops in Paternoster Row and 
buy — but this did not often happen — some paragon for a 
petticoat. With the evening, when small boys with lanthorn 
and flaming link waited in the lamplcss streets to light way- 
farers along the alleyways of houses, came a return to the 
office, a letter to write and seal at Marsh’s or Harper’s, and 
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fiddling, singing and ale till it was time to sally out and, 
making the cobbles ring with footsteps, seek the latch of 
the little house where Elizabctli and Jane Wayncman were 
waiting. 

Sundays, according to the wont of the times, were given 
over to divine service and relations. On such days Samuel 
would seldom fail to spend the evening and sup at Ids father’s 
house, where his mother, now growing old and querulous, 
Ids brother Tom, who helped in the shop, Pall, his junior by 
eight years, andjolin, still a schoolboy at Paul’s, completed 
the family. Here he could generally, not always to his 
pleasure, count on meeting his mother’s brother-in-law, the 
blacksndth Uncle Fenner, and all his crew — to wit his two 
daughters Mary and Katherine and the very disagreeable 
brothers Will and Anthony Joyce, whom they had married. 
They were a queer, inliarmonious family — “sometimes all 
honey one with another, and then all turd, and a strange rude 
life there is among them”, commented their disgusted 
cousin. Will Joyce and his wife Mary in particular were 
always quarrelling — a cunning, crafty fellow. Will, with a 
bragging, impertinent tongue that spared nobody, and yet 
so maliciously witty, in a rude and imeducated way, that 
even Samuel, who disliked him, could not help laughing. 
On the whole Pepys preferred his brodier Anthony, who 
was in the tallow trade and, though a troublesome fellow 
and a fool, was less of a ranter and built on a quieter model. 
Moreover, his wife, Kate, was a young, pretty and comely 
woman for whom her cousin had always a weak spot in his 
heart. On the whole, however, Samuel was bored by them 
and decidedly ashamed of their kinship. 

Far^more pleasing were the more occasional visits to Ids 
father s house of tlie children of Lord Chief Justice Pepys of 
Ireland. Both the latter s daughters had married good, sub- 
stantial folk — Judith, John Scott, and her sister Elizabeth, 
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Thomas Stradwick the confectioner. The latter, a wealthy 
and kindly man, as befitted his calling, generally entertained 
the whole family over a great cake on Twelfth Night — 
occasions on which Samuel, warmed by the good fare and 
the thought of owning such fine relations, was always par- 
ticularly merry. For the same reason the kinsliip of the 
Turners was a source of gratification ; and he seldom missed, 
on his Sunday afternoon visits to liis father, making a brief 
excursion down the court to call on his kind benefactress and 
her daughter The. 

* If Sunday was the day for relations it was also the day for 
church. Morning and afternoon our Protestant ancestors 
crowded to the parish churches to praise and worship. Of 
their services the sermon was by far the most important part, 
and a seventeenth-century sermon was no light tiling : an 
hour was the accepted minimum, and the more famous 
divines were accustomed to preach for several hours at a 
stretch to packed and breatliless congregations. So popular 
was this feature that quite ordinary citizens of no exceptional 
piety would often drop into half a dozen churches of a 
morning to sample the oratory ; Pepys was particularly given 
to tliis recreation. 

Yet, diougli he had been bred in a puritan school, there 
was little trace as he grew up of any religious fervour about 
Samuel. In this he was a typical product of his generation. 
For nothing, so history teaches, is more inevitable than tliat 
the excessive cnthusiasins of one age produce in the next 
weariness and repulsion. Tliat which was sweet in the moutli 
of the fathers will be bitterness in that of their cliildrcn. For 
the errors, frailties and injustices of man are so many that the 
tiling which he seeks is in the end inevitably rendered shame- 
ful by the maimer in which he seeks it. So tlie follies of one 
generation arc redressed by the opposing follies of the next. 

It was so "with Pepys and those bom in his day. The spiritual 
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ecstasies that had been so real to their parents ceased to have 
ajiy meaning for them. For as tliey grew up they saw on 
every side witnesses of the lamentable failure that attends the 
efforts of those who seek to rule the terrestrial earth accord- 
ing to the laws not of men but of angels. The righteous war 
to exterminate the malignant, the idolater, the enemy of 
God, tor w'hich their fathers had taken up the sword so joy- 
fully, was seen to have ended, not in the rule of the saints, 
but (where it always ends) in that of the profiteers. Reforma- 
tion had proved but ruin, freedom of conscience but fiercer 
oppression — for new Presbyter was but old Priest writ large 
— and the universal use of pious language had led to the 
unedifying practice of money-grabbers, plunderers and 
fornicators justifying or concealing their sins by the words of 
God. As Roger North, himself the child of a puritan father, 
put it, when the experiment of reformation had proved a 
deformation of all that was good, and religion so furious as 
was before held out found to be mere hypocrisy to serve as 
an engine of power and tyranny, and all the pretensions of 
public advantage found to be nothing but private wealth”, 
the youth of tlie nation resolved to have no more of tlicse 
things and set to work to undo all that their fatliers had done. 

To Pepys, for all his acquaintance witli its outward forms,* 
die old personal religion of a generation before was a closed 
door and closed for ever. The trumpet of inspired oratory 
that had sounded for liis father’s contemporaries was in Iiis 
prosaic cars only the droning of “a dull fellow in Iiis talk and 
all in the Presbyterian manner, a great deal of noise and a 
kind of religious tone, but very dull”, and Pepys could no 
more bear to be bored by religion than by anytliing else. 
When such a one preached, he would open his Bible and read 
over the story of Tobit. What he liked most was a reasoned, 

* wonder tliat there should be .1 rune in the psalms that I never 
heard of. D. Aug. pth, 1663. 
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ready and learned sermon without any affectation or non- 
sense. And being sickened by the effrontery and vulgar 
impertinence of so many of the services and extemporarv 
prayers of Commonwcaltii divines, he began to turn natur- 
ally ctiough to the discarded forms and rules of the Church 
of his youth- For Mr Pepys was already bcgnuiing to feel a 
very marked leaning towards order: he had seen cnougli of 
anarchy to know the advantages of its great opposite. There- 
fore he now transferred his faith to the traditions of that 
Church in which he was boni, and, in the safety of his own 
family circle, began to talk verv' high in its support, much to 
the horror of his good mother, to whom all this was idolatry. 
Not that he knew much about the ways of that Church ; 
save once or n\’ice at Cambridge he had never taken the 
Anglican sacrament, nor had he even seen a surpliced choir 
or heard the sound of organs. But a reasonable and orderly 
uniformity in Church and State now secretly became his 
ideal, as it did that of many another young man. 

As a result, a certain vagary crept into his clnirchgoing. In 
one or rwo obscure comers of London there w'crc still cellars 
and upper rooms — dens and eaves of the earth, the loyal 
Evelyn called them — where the ministers of the banished 
Church defied the law and read the old Prayer Book to 
Anglican congregations. These Pepys now began to patron- 
ise, setting out on a Sunday morning from Westminster U' 
hear Mr Gunning at Cary House by Exeter ’Change (where 
Evelyn and his fellow communicants had been seized one 
Christmas morning by armed soldiers) read his Church’s 
glorious, forbidden liturgy and preach on such subjects as 
the blessed widowhood of Anne, die mother of the Virgin. 
And in the afternoon, if he could escape from the rather 
formidable task of listening to Mr Herring, the Presbyterian 
incumbent of St Bride’s, he would slip away to hear die 
eloquent Robert Mossum (in more happy years Bishop ot 
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Derry and as yet a poor, sequestered clergyman) thrill his 
auditory at the little chapel of St Peter’s by Paul’s Wharf. 
Occasionally he would even attend Mr Gunning’s Friday 
fasts. 

Indeed, his own feelings and the course of outside events 
were slowly conspiring to make Pepys a royalist. In Septem- 
ber, 1658, the great Protector died, and the rule which his 
genius and courage had given to an anarchical England died 
with him. It was difficult for any man who loved order and 
decency' in public affairs to view with anything but disgust 
tlic procession of corrupt politicians and pious but lawless 
generals who fought one anotlicr for power and plunder in 
the next eighteen months. And Pepys, it is clear, was horri- 
fied; in 1660 he admitted tliat he had read \vidi great satis- 
faction an account of their trials and deaths. In April, 1659, 
an unpaid army, at tlic dictation of the mihtary cliiefs at 
Wallingford House, dissolved Richard Cromwell s parlia- 
ment and shortly afterwards prevailed on that peaceable and 
unheroic gentleman to dispose himself as his private occa- 
sions should require”. A month later it restored the Rump, 
the fifty-odd survivors of what had been once, nineteen 
years before, a national parliament of over five hundred, but 
of which all but tliis corrupt remnant had long ago been 
expelled. These proceeded to make short work of diosc who 
had supported Oliver s strong and kingly government, 
which, since it had outraged at once the republican prin- 
ciples of dicir best members and the plundering proclivities 
of their worst, had been highly unpopular with diem. 

Though never anxious to follow him to perilous extremes, 
Edward Montagu had been a steady and loyal adherent of 
Cromwell. Apart from his natural devotion to his great 
cousin, he had every reason as a landowner to respect what- 
ever made for order in die State and to abhor anarchy. Now 
he found the solid earth quaking under his feet. A few weeks 
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before Richard Cromwell’s fall he had been ordered to sail 
in command of die Fleet to the Sound to negotiate a peace 
between Sweden and Denmark, and more particularly to 
keep a watchful eye on the Dutch fleet, which, with motives 
not altogcdicr disinterested, was engaged in the same task. 
Here in May he had received the shattering news of the now 
Protector’s downfall. It was, moreover, only too plain that 
his own would shortly follow. 

It was at tliis Juncture that Samuel Pepys made his first 
appearance on die stage of liistory, though the exact reason 
for his entry is not quite clear. His service to Montagu had 
not stopped with his appointment to a government office, 
though he no longer lived in liis lodgings. In the month of 
Oliver’s death he was still taking charge of liis cousin’s plate, 
storing it under his own eye in die great chest in die Ex- 
chequer. Now, eight months later, he was called upon to 
serve his patron in a far more important matter. 

On Thursday, May 26th, there anchored witliiii gunshot 
of Montagu’s flagship in die Sound the ketch Hi/id, hot with 
news from revoludonary England and bearing widi it a 
packet for the Admiral from the Committee of Pubhc 
Safety. The ship also carried, as Montagu carefully noted in 
his journal, Mr Pepys. Next day in the evening die Hind 
weighed anchor and sailed for England, Pepys once more 
accompanying her. It was his first acquaintance widi the sea. 
It was, moreover, a happy one, for two years later die Clerk 
of the Acts of the Navy remembered with great affection 
“my little Captain** — his name was Country — “who carried 
me to the Sound**. It is not difficult to guess that the voyage 
was also fraught with significance for Montagu and that the 
young clerk who made it bore news for liis private car of 
no idle kind. 

One thing is certain : that within a few weeks of Pepys* 
visit to the Fleet Montagu was in secret correspondence with 
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the King. Not that Pepys knew anything of it, for the 
Admiral was the most secretive man in the world. But Mon- 
tagu must iiave known that if he decided to throw in his lot 
with poor exiled Charles II, there was one humble member 
of his entourage and family whom he could trust.* For liis 
cousin Sam Pepys was now definitely a King’s man. 

Many a secret health in those troubled days when Rump 
and army fought over the prostrate body of England did 
Pepys and his fellow clerks drink to the King over the water. 
Hatred of the ruling fanatics, longing for order, care for his 
cousin s interests all added to his loyalty. That summer the 
republicans did all in their power to slight Montagu — sent 
commissioners from England to override his authority at 
the Sound, deprived him of his regiment of horse and 
threatened to take his W^hitchall lodgings — **as if resolved”, 
as one delighted royalist reported to anodicr, “to decline 
all the precepts and examples of policy in die Christian world 

'Aggravating a malcontent in supreme command so far out 
ot reach . So goaded, the cautious Montagu was driven to 
act, even to the extent of disobeying orders and sailing in 
August with his whole fleet for England, trusting to his in- 
fluence with the seamen to effect a coup d'etat for the King. 
But before he arrived he Icanit that the royalist rising which 
had been planned had collapsed. His appearance at Hosely 
Bay on September 6th was therefore somctliing of an anti- 
climax. That evening three republican commissioners. 
Colonels Thompson, Kelsey and Walton— the latter an old 
enemy and one who hadjust removed Pepys’ uncle, Robert 
of Brampton, from his captaincy in the Huntingdon militia 
boarded the Naseby, Three days later Montagu was in 
London. Thence, after making a careful and non-committal 

On Sept. 22nd, 1665, Montagu, then Lord Sandwich, bore witness, 

so Pepys tells us, to his loyalty, saying "that whatever he was, I did 
always love the King”. 
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Statement to a suspicious Council of State, he retired, as was 
Ills wont in times of trouble, to Hincliingbrookc. 

All this helped to enliancc in Montagu’s eyes the value of 
his humble cousin, whose secret political longings corre- 
sponded so closely with liis own. ^Vhen he needed someone 
to make a copy ot the confidential narrative — “recollected 
for my own guidance” — which he had written on board the 
Naseby after die news of the royalist rising’s failure, it was 
Pepys whom he employed to copy it out. And wlien he 
reached Hinchingbrookc, there to remain obscure and out 
of action till tlie clouds had blown over, it was to Pepys, 
watching the great world from his office in the Exchequer 
and from Whitehall and Westminster taverns, that he turned 
for news of all that was passing. 

It was a strange England that Samuel drew for liis cousin 
in the letters which he sent to him from London during the 
early mondis of that winter. The soldiers had taken posses- 
sion of the land. “But the eyes of Englishmen”, as one old 
parliamentarian wrote to the leaders of these new tyrants, 

arc not so easily put out. An arbitrary sword may tyraiuiisc 
over men’s persons and estates for a time, but it doth never 
conquer spirits. Across Pepys’ pages pass in procession the 
chief actors of that terrible time — Vane, Fleetwood, Lam- 
bert, Dcsborough — tales of things “hatclicd at the Admiralty 
Chamber where the army officers sit”, rumours of new con- 
fusions and tyrannies in every part of the country'. On 
December 5di the angry London apprentices presented to 
their equally angry elders assembled in Common Council at 
the Guildhall a petition demanding the restoration of the 
City’s ancient liberties. Alanned, the Committee of Public 
Safety packed the town with troops. The scene which 
followed is best described in the words which Pepys wrote 
next day to Montagu : 

The souldiers as they inarchc were hooted at all along the 
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streets, and where any scragled from the wliole body, the boys 
flung stones, tiles, turnups, etc., at, with all the affronts they could 
give them ; some they disarmed, and kickt, others abused the 
horse with stones and rubbish tlicy flung at them; and when 
Col : Huson came in the head of his Regiment they shouted all 
along a Coblcr a Coblcr; in some places the apprentices would 
gett a football (it being a hard frost) and drive it among the 
souldicrs on purpose, and they either darst not (or prudently 
would not) interrupt them ; in fine, many souldicrs were hurt 
with stones, and one I sec was very nccrc having his braincs knockt 
out with a brick batt flung from the top of an house at him. 


This spirited affair was one of many similar, enacted through- 
out the length and brcadtli of England. At Portsmouth, 
Plymoudi and Colchester the townsmen rose against the 
soldiers, demanding a free parliament. Coroners sat in 
inquest on slain apprentices, hand grenades were piled ready 
by waiting pikesmen in St Paul’s, and poor folk everywhere 
expected fire and massacre. “Never was there, my Lord,’’ 
wrote Pepys, “so universal a fear and despair as now.’’ 

Yet in England, however cold the wind blows, there is 
always some garden in which the heart of its people can find 
comfort. Montagu had six cliildren, and amid the thunders 
of revolution Samuel Pepys continued to execute errands 
and do small, pleasant services for his little cousins. The eldest 
was the girl jemimah, then aged tliirtecn. A clover, merry, 
affectionate child — though like all her race sensitive, and, 
constitutionally, a little fearful— she was Samuel’s favourite. 
For her. Mistress Jem as he called her, he was always ready 
to put himself out, to buy toys to send to her in the country 
and to romp with her when she was in town. Her sister 
Paulina, three years her junior, never appealed to liim in the 
same way : he recorded her end ten years later Avith a certain 
heartlessness: ‘being mighty religious in her Ufe-time and 

hath left many good notes of sermons and religion . . .which 
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nobody ever knew of. . . . Buc she was always a peevish 
lady.” As for the elder boys, Edward and Sydney, these 
Pepys saw frequently: escorting them by coach to good 
Mr Fuller’s school at Twickenham and visiting them at Mr 
Crewe’s, where diey sometimes lodged during tlic holidays, 
to test them in dieir Ladn and play a post-prandial game at 
batdcdorc and shuttlecock. 

Poor Jem suffered from some malformadon in her neck 
which prevented her from holding her head erect, and in the 
October of 1659 Pepys was busying himself among other 
matters in finding her a medical specialist. With his usual 
enthusiasm he produced one, Mr Scott — possibly some re- 
ladon of liis shc-cousin of diat name, whose father, the Lord 
Chief Justice of Ireland, had died early in the year. Montagu 
was anxious to know a little more about lum before entrust- 
ing his daughter to his charge and sripulatcd that he should 
be interviewed by Mrs Crewe, and Pepys wrote describing 
how he had, “not widiout much importunity” (dius en- 
hancing both hisown industry and his protegd’s importance), 
prevailed upon Scott to visit that lady. The doctor demanded 
a hundred pounds — a great sum in our present money — for 
his skill and pains, hoped to effect the cure widiin diree 
months and flady refused to attend die girl anywhere but in 
his own house (there was some suggestion that she might lie 
at Pepys’), ‘‘liis practise being so great as that he never stirs 
abroad to any”. These terms appear to have been accepted, 
for by December the child was installed with her maid. 
Mistress Anne — a somewhat shrewish party widi whom 
Pepys had many an angry bout — at Mr Scott’s. An instru- 
ment was fixed to her neck and, from a medical standpoint, 
the doctor was as good as his word. But in certain other 
particulars Pepys’ recommendation did not altogedier justify 
his early endiusiasm, for Scott not only drank himself but 
allowed his youthful patient to do so also. All this proved 
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an additional source of work and worry to Pepys, wlio, 
during the rime of Jem’s sojourn at tlic doctor’s house, was 
constantly visiting her and supplying her with necessities. 
So the troubled year of 1659 drew to a close, with the 
govcnimcnt clerks of Westminster and WhitcJiall clinging 
to posts whicli grew ever more precarious* and Pepys pick- 
ing his way amid widening chasms to do small errands for 
his absent patron. He collects Montagu’s small debts, con- 
sults with the republican magnates about liis lodgings and 
advises him from day to day on the course of events. And all 
tlie while die world of London and Westminster tumbles 
about his cars : the soldiers arc everywhere in mutuiy, regi- 
ments of opposing janizaries face each other in die streets, 
the printing presses have gone mad, flooding every tavern 
with wild libel and rumour, and no man’s life, property or 
liberty is his own. And as the new year dawns on a snow- 
covered England, and far away on die Scottish border Monk 
starts to march, the London apprentices, passionate for the 
blood of dicir slain companions, make a white effigy of 
Roundliead Colonel Hewson — ‘\vith one eye in the head 
and a lialccr and rope about his neck, a horn on his head, and 
a writing on his breast,— ‘This is old Hewson the Cobbler’ 

* In that ycir Pepys’ companion, William Symons, “made shift to 
keep in, in good esteem and employment, with eight govennnents”. 
D.Jan. 8th, 1664. 
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But Samuel Pepys was otherwise engaged. For before him 
lay a virgin quire of paper and a great task. What rare freak 
of thought or circumstance prompted him at such a moment 
to start to keep a diary no man will ever know. Perhaps the 
very uncertainty of the times contributed : in days of revolu- 
tion an alibi has its uses.* More probably that strong feeUng 
for history which always characterised him was the motive. 
Even as a child he had loved to read old chronicles — the sad 
history of Queen Elizabeth’s youth had haunted him almost 
in hLs cradle and tliroughout his life he could never light on 
an liistorical relation or forgotten document without a thrill. 
And now, in die winter of 1659-60, history was being made 
all round him: the dramatic descriptions of passing events 
in his letters to Montagu show how conscious he was of this. 

* Two hundred miles away a humble Cheshire squire was also keeping 
a diaxy — and for this reason. Four years before he had been arrested on a 
false charge of being present at a treasonable assembly a hundred miles 
from his home. After a year of imprisonment he had proved his inno- 
CCTicc by means of a notebook whim contained a list of all the guests he 
had entertained and the meals for which he had been out, and whicli he 
had kept to square accounts between liimsclf and the tenant fanner with 
whom lie boarded, calling the neighbours therein mcncioneJ to swear to 
his presence in Cheshire at the time when he was accused of being else- 
where. Henceforward Squire Oldfield kept a diary, noting carefully the 
names of all those he met and the exact spot at which he met them. This 
diary stopped shore on May 8tli, 1660, the day on which Charles II was 
proclaimed King and the old rule of law, securing Englishmen from 
arbitrary arrest, was restored. {Shakerley MSS., Oldfield Diar>' i6s6~6o.) 
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Perliaps it was to store up material for these that he began 
to compile it. The Diary in its opening pages gives a dSly 
record of die affairs of tlie great world ; it is only later, when 
the concerns of liis o^vn life demand more and more space, 
that he notes widi surprise that he has recorded scarce a 
single item of news, so busy has he been. As Pepys’ Diary 
proceeded, die picture ceased to be diat of 1660 witli himself 
in the foreground and became that of himself with 1660 in 
die background. 

For its performance he was already well equipped. Eitlier 
at Cambridge, where the subject was beginning to be studied, 
or on his first entry into clerical employment, he had made 
himself master of Thomas Shelton’s Tachygraphy, a new 
system of shorthand or “charactcrie”, as our forefathers 
called it, which had come into use about die time of Samuel’s 
birth.* It was not a good system judged by modem stan- 
dards, for many of the signs were arbitrary in the extreme, j" 
and on at least one occasion Pepys improved on diem by an 
innovation of his own. But in its own day it was regarded 
as wonderful enough — a heaven-sent medium for preserving 
sermons, making copies of important letters and, as one 
inspired Cambridge graduate, commenting on its author’s 
proud tide-page claim, put it, somediing of a miracle: 

What! write as fast as speak? what man can do it? 

What! hand as swift as tongue? persuade me to it. 

Unlikely talc! Tush, tush, it cannot be. 

May some man say that hath not heard of thee. 

* Thomas Shelton s Short Writing was first entered in the Stationer’s 
Register in 1626. His Tachygrnphy followed in 1638. The earliest printed 
English work on shorthand, Timothy Bright’s Charactcrie, Or The Art of 
Short, Swift and Seaet Writing by Character, appeared in 1588. The use of 
the word “secret” is worth noting. 

j" Though none, perhaps, so strange as the wavy line surmoiuitcd by a 
dor, whicli in William Addy’s Bible (1687) symbolised the phrase “die 
Spirit of God hovered over the face of the waters”. 
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Written in Pepys’ neat, slightly sloping hand, witli die 
names of people and places and occasional words inserted in 
longhand, Shelton’s system was the vehicle for giving to the 
world as great a masterpiece in its own way as Don Quixote 
or the JliaJ. For at heart this young clerk wlio had learnt 
to use it so deftly was an artist. His were the artist’s rwo gifts 
of selection and sincerity; instinctively he knew what inci- 
dent or. mental process to include to give his canvas the 
image of life, and he loved his art so intensely that no con- 
sideration of weariness or shame could ever prevail with him 
to omit an iota of what he deemed essential. The shorthand 
was thus doubly precious: it enabled a busy man to write 
swiftly and it hid what he wrote from pr)'ing eyes.* When 
Pepys talked to his Diary, he told it nothing but die truth, 
and herein lies the alpha and omega of all great art. For 
nearly ten years he drew in unwearied detail a man as God 
made him and that man himself. It is this catholic inclusive- 
ncss in material and diis unerring artistry in selection that 
places this clerk’s journal among the imperishable books of 
tlic world. 

Not that Pepys knew diat he was an artist. Of his other 
assets — his industry, integrity, liigh administrative ability, 
his “liberal genius’’, as he once called it — he was fully aware. 
He was that rare being, a man with die dual capacity for re- 
flection and affairs ; and of the two liis gift for the former was 
greater even than his splendid talents for the latter. But in 
liis day the outlet for a literary arrist without private means 
was almost negligible and the few who, like Bunyan, found 

* As Mr W. Macdiews points out, Protestant travellers in countries 
where tlie Inquisition flourished sometimes carried shorthand Bibles. 
The distinction between shorthand and cipher was not yet fully estab- 
lished, and probably one of Pepys’ motives in using it was its comparative 
secrecy : it could not, for instance, be read by Elizabeth. The last entry in 
the Diary appears to support this view. 
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it did so by mere chance; and thus Pepys naturally devoted 
himself to that administrative career for which he was so 
admirably equipped. Yet it happened that at the very outset 
of that career he resolved, as many others have done, to keep 
a journal. And into its keeping, as his tired eyes peered 
through the candlelight, he gave, not the perfunctory record 
which other diarists give, but that which even the most 
generous struggle to hide from the world, his whole soul. 
From tile crowded and eager life which he, as man, lived so 
fully, the secret artist in liim turned as each day ended to 
draw again its image by tliat rarer, intenscr light which 
blinds all eyes but a few : 

The light that never was on sea or land ; 

The consecration and the poet’s dream. 

So on January ist, 1660, the curtain rises to reveal Pepys’ 
life as no other man s life has ever been revealed, and even 
in its rising the full genius of the artist is made plain as tlic 
stage is set : 

Blessed be God, at the end of the last year 1 was in very good 
health, without any sense of niy old pain, but upon taking of 
cold. I lived in Axe Yard, having ni)' wife and servant Jane and 
no more in family than us three. My wife after the absence of her 
terms for 7 weeks gave me hopes of her being with child but on 
the last day of the year she had them again. 

In three sentences Pepys has introduced himself, his home 
and his family to the world. Then he briefly surveys the 
political situation — the Rump sitting again, Ad mir al Lawson 
with the Fleet in dae river. Monk with liis army in Scodand 
and the City clamorous for a free parliament. As for his own 
private condition — ‘very handsome, and esteemed rich, but 
indeed very poor; beside my goods of my house and my 
office, which at present is somewhat uncertain, Mr Downing 
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master of my office”. Now we know all that is needful, and 
die drama can begin. And in no uncertain manner it docs: 


Jan. 1st (Lord’s Day). Tliis nioniiiig (we lying lately in the 
garret) I rose and put on my suit with great skirts havin'? not 
lately worn any other clothes but them. Went to Mr Gunning’s 
chapel at Exeter House. ... 


As though to mark the writer’s unconsciousness of what 
nc was setting out to do, die first few pages of the Diary arc 
confined to the record of bare events — the quiet and rather 
frugal fare at home (finishing up chat long-lived cold turkey 
which liis ^v^fc had re-dressed), the payment of his half-year’s 
rent to landlord Vanly’s man and the wind and colil which 
disturbed liis partner’s slumbers. It is not till after some 
weeks that lie first ventures on one of those ch^iractcristic and 
rather naive reflections that in sheer unconscious truthfulness 
outdistance all the deliberate confessions of our modern 
world, appending to the descripdon of a convivial evening 
with his fellow clerks at the “Sun” tavern the odd remark; 

I by having but 3d in my pocket made shift to spend no 
more, whereas if I had had more I liad spent more as the rest 
did, so that I see it is an advantage to a man to carry little in 
his pocket.” Yet the artist in him, selecting and arranging 
the incidents of liis day like jewels, is there from the opening 
line : lover of the plastic moment, he stands revealed to our 
delighted gaze in diat January entry: 

up till tlic bell-man came by wirli his bell just under my window 
as I was writing of this very line, and cried, ” Pa^t one of the clock, 
and a cold, frosty, windy morning”. I then went to bed, and left 
my wife and the maid a-washing still. 

The very years vanish into nodiiiigness in the alchemy of his 
art, and we stand by the side of this living being, long dead, 
as he tells us of the guttering candle, “which makes me write 
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clius slobberingly ’ tlic discovery of Iris wife’s dressing of die 
maid’s head, “by which she was made to look very pretty”, 
or die joy he felt in his first shave : 


Tliis morning I began a practise which 1 find by the case I do 
it with I shall continue, it saving me money and time; that is to 
trim myself with a razor, w'hich pleases me mightilv. 


And what a bond of human sympathy goes out to Join him 
to us and all married men in the resigned entry : “Home and 
being washing day dined upon cold meat”. 

But the secret Pepys, who sat over his Diary at night and 
was made one witli die ages, was only the shadow of that 
other Pepys whose doings he recorded and who, diat January, 
1660, seemed to die ourward world mucli the same ordinary 
young fellow as he was before. He made his way of a morn- 
ing to the Exchequer, where generally there was “nothing 
to do”, with die national coffers nearly empty; carried out 
the usual errands for Montagu — seeking out Calthorpc the 
banker to demand liis money, persuading the great Sir 
Anthony Cooper not to claim liis Whitehall lodgings, and 
writing him letters full of news and rumours culled in West- 
minster Hall ; and played cribbage of an afternoon with Jem. 
The latter alarmed her relations by coming out suddenly in 
spots ; Pepys hastened to her bedside and reported the diver- 
gence in diagnosis that followed: the lady presented her 
humble duty, he wrote; “she hadi some pimples rise in her 
body which my Lady Wright and her maid say is the small 
pox”. The doctor, on the odier hand, had pronounced other- 
wise, declaring that the much-discussed eruptions were 
nothing but heat bumps. “But, my Lord,” Pepys added, “if 
it be that, she hath none in the face at all ; for her health she 
was last night as well and merry as ever I knew her,” A 
week later he was playing cards with her again. 

For the rest, hfe was humble enough: a shce cut by his 
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wife from the brawn Lady Montagu had given tliem, tlie 
morning drauglit drunk at a tavern with Mr Shepley and a 
sailor, the cold Sunday when there was not a single coal in 
the house and he and Elizabeth had to seek warmth and 
shelter at the paternal home in Salisbury Court. Money 
difficulties were causing him much anxiety: the little nest- 
egg of or so wliich he had so carefully saved was in tlic 
hands of his Uncle Robert of Brampton, from whom he had 
expectations and who had lent it out at interest to liis cousin 
Eleaiiour Bccke, who could by no means be prevailed upon 
to part with it for another four months ; and Samuel needed 
cash badly to balance his accounts at the office. On the even- 
ing of Monday, January 9th, there was a crisis ; after a day of 
loafing in coffee-houses and taverns, he returned home to 
find his colleague Hawley calling to tell him that he had been 
missed at the office and that to-morrow he must balance liis 
cash accounts. That night he went to bed in great trouble, 
but in the morning bethought him of liis kind friend Mr 
Andrews, John Crewe’s steward, and hastened out early to 
wheedle another ^10 from him. But the measure of the 
man is shown by his entry for the day, for even in tliis crisis 
he could not resist tlic opportunity of a chance encounter 
with Greatorex, the instrument-maker, to loiter in an ale- 
house while that ingenious craftsman displayed the wonders 
of a new sphere of wire which he had invented: “very 
pleasant”, recorded Pepys and then, resuming his journey to 
Lincoln’s Inn Fields, borrowed his ^10 and so hastened back 
to the office to square his accounts. 

Yet though times were difficult, Pepys still retained his 
pleasures and his social aspirations. The new year saw him 
sampling the last of the seasonal festivities, calling on tlie 
evening of Twelfth Night at his house for wench and lan- 
thom, and, thus lit and escorted, walking down frosted 
streets and lanes to his cousin Stradwick, where all the family 
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were gatlicrcd and “a brave cake brought us and in tlie 
choosing Pall was Queen and Mr Stradwick King”. A few 
days later as he made his way to the office he was deflected 
into Harper’s by a chance meeting with Will Symons and 
Jack Price, who introduced him to Muddiman, die news- 
letter writer and the father, if any man can claim to be, of 
modern journalism. Here, in many sorts of talk, he stayed 
till rwo in the afternoon and found Muddiman a good 
scholar and an arch rogue, who owned to writing news 
books for die Parliament and yet confessed — the shocked 
Pepys noted diat night — “that he did it only to get money 
and did talk very basely of many of diem”, Tliis, however, 
did not stop Samuel from accompanying his ncw-foiuid 
acquaintance to Miles’ Coffee House in Old Palace Yard, 
wlicrc he paid i8d. for the privilege of being airolled a 
member of the republican philosopher John Harrington’s 
Rota Club. Hea- he appeared next evening to join in a great 
confluence of gentlemen taking coffee about a large oval 
table and hstening to ‘‘admirable discourse till 9 at night”. 
He came again the next night and on the following Saturday 
and heard much exceeding good argument against the 
learned author of Oceatids assertion that overbalance of 
propriety was the foundation of government, but thereafter 
his attendance fell off, and before the end of the month he 
was noting liis opinion diat the club would meet no more. 
The times were out of joint for the abstract discussion of 
philosophic formulas. 

Yet such activities were far more to Pepys’ aspiring taste 
than the vacuities of the ordinary social round. He ever 
loved a gathering of learned, wortliy persons ; he was con- 
scious that he was both enjoying and improving himself in 
such company. And with such thoughts he was content to 
spend a quiet Sunday at home while he waited for his physic 
to vrork, reading in the great OflSdale about the blessing of 
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the bcUs in the Church of Rome — for all his Protestant up- 
bringing he had always a weak spot in his heart for the old 
Catholic culture. It was otherwise when he was invited by 
his acquaintance Surgeon Pierce of the Nasehy to an over-t^ay 
party given by his would-be fashionable wife, making his 
way through tlie streets diiclier while Elizabeth hobbled 
beliind him, much troubled with her new pair of pattens. 
Here he found a rather smart little gathering — much above 
the level of his ordinary round — two folk pretending to be 
husband and wife and after dinner a good deal of mad stir, 
pulling Mrs Bride’s and Mr Bridegroom’s ribbons with 
much other fooling, and gentlemen swearing and singing as 
if they were mad, which he and Elizabeth did not at all like. 
It was far better to give a return party of one’s own in my 
Lord’s lodgings at Whitehall — with tarts and larded pullets, 
marrow bones and a leg of mutton, a loin of veal, two dozen 
of larks, a neat’s tongue, and a dish of prawns and cheese, all 
prepared by Elizabeth and Jane — to his father. Uncle Fenner, 
his two sons, Mr Pierce and all their wives. Here at least 
there would be no bawdy behaviour in company. Only 
Will Joyce, as usual, rather spoilt things by talking and 
drinking too much. 

A rather unpleasant background to life tliac month was 
provided by Downing’s presence in England. Pepys could 
never be certain when this irritable, restless gentleman miglit 
not send for him, even in the midst of a dish of steaks and 
rabbit, to execute some errand; generally when he arrived 
he would keep him hanging about for hours till he 
condescended to notice him. Still, it was the salary which 
Downing paid diat made all the otlier activities of life 
possible — even the little house in Axe Yard — and so there 
was no avoiding it. On Monday, January i6th, wliilc Pepys 
was seated alone at the office engaged in the usual business of 
doing nothing because there was nothing to do, his employer 
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walked in on him and, mentioning that he was shordy 
rctuniing to Holland, asked in his usual cold, unencouraging 
way whether he would care to come widi him. He then 
followed diis widi the still more embarrassing question 
whether he did not think that Hawley could perform the 
entire work of the office alone, to which Pepys was at a great 
loss to know what answer to give. Three days later Downing 
sent for him in the early morning to come to liis bedside, 
where, telling him diat he had a kindness for him, he 
announced that he had arranged for him to be one of the 
clerks of the Council. At this, as he put it, Pepys was much 
stumbled, for he had no belief in Downing’s kindness, and 
did not know whether to thank him or not; in die end he 
did so, “but not very heartily; for I feared”, he added to 
himself, “that liis doing of it was but only to case himself of 
the salary which he gives me”. As for the promotion, Pepys 
thought little of it, for with Monk’s army marching 
south and London on the verge of revolution, a public 
employment of any kind was not merely uncertain but 
dangerous. 

However, it all came to nothing. At Marsh’s Pepys heard 
diat Symons, Lucllin and the rest of his old friends the clerks 
of the Council had been turned out and that his own name 
had been mentioned for one of the vacancies, and a night or 
two later, on going up to the clerks* room, he was hard put 
to it to defend liimself (which he did in the end with wonted 
good humour) from the accusation of having tried to 
wriggle himself into another man’s job. Then at the end of 
the month came Downing’s departure for Holland, pre- 
ceded by a perfect tornado of work for poor Pepys, em- 
ployed in working out alternative ciphers for this restless 
employer, who usually sent them back to be done again as 
soon as they were finished. Early on the morning of 
Saturday 28th, after sitting up till midnight, Pepys finished 
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his task while his wife, lying in bed, read to liini ; then carried 
it in some doubt to Downing, who informed him that he had 
resolved to leave for Holland that morning. There followed 
the wild rush of getting liis master and his various belongings 
into tlic barge at Charing Cross stairs ; and in the emotion of 
the final farewell, when Downing’s manner of taking leave 
proved unexpectedly friendly, Pepys was so moved that he 
sent a porter post-haste to Axe Yard to fetch his fme fur cap 
to give him. Happily it was too late to catch him. After all 
that, it was something of a rchef to dine with Luellin on a 
breast of mutton in the little taveni, “Heaven”, at the end 
of Westminster Hall, and discourse on the many changes 
which diey had both seen and of the great liappincss of those 
who had estates of their own. 

Yet had Pepys and his friends known it, the changes that 
they had seen were as nothing to diose they were now about 
to witness. For all die wliilc die world of Westminster 
turned restlessly on itself, Monk with his army was steadily 
marching soudi, nor did any man know what he would do. 
Deep in his heart Pepys had liis secret hopes ; on the morning 
of January 30th, before he rose, he fell a-singing of Mont- 
rose’s song, Creatt good and just, and put himself thereby in 
mind that this was the fatal day, now ten years past,* that his 
Majesty died. Then he walked across to Montagu’s lodging 
to set out a barrel of soap to be delivered to Mistress Anne 
and Jem. Three days later, as he carried £,60 home from the 
City for liis Lord, he was starded by the sound of guns, and 
from the window of Mrs Johnston, the sempstress in die 
Strand, he watched the unpaid infantry face the cavalry and 
beat them back, bawUng out in the street below for a free 
parliament and their pay. Next day, after piping a htde 
while on his flageolet in St James’s Park — it being a most 
pleasant morning — he stood with Mrs Turner, The and 

* A mistake, of course; it was eleven. 
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Joyce Norton in the lane at Whitehall and saw Monk’s men 
inarch in at the end of their great journey. The first stage of 
England’s most English revolution was accomplished. 

On February 6th, a Monday, watching from the steps of 
Westminster Hall, Pepys saw Monk go by, bowing to the 
judges (whose law he came unbeknown to all to restore) as 
lie went to wait on the Rump. Outside the little boys in the 
street cried “Kiss my Parliament” instead of “Kiss my 
rump”, so low in the estimation of the people had their 
representatives sunk. By the middle of the week — rendered 
othci-wise notable to the family in Axe Yard by Baity’s 
gift of a pretty black bitch, which Samuel liked well enough 
until he stumbled on traces of its lack of house manners — 
Monk, obeying the commands of his jealous masters, had 
marched into the City to pull down its gates and posts. Here 
he received such unmistakable signs of the spirit of the 
people as resolved him to wait no longer. On Saturday, 
February iith. Monk again went into the City. But this 
time he left a letter behind him stating that he was resolved 
to stand for the immediate restoration of the excluded mem- 
bers of the Long Parliament. This Pepys, hurrying up to the 
lobby, saw the crestfallen Speaker reading aloud, and the 
republican Haslcrigg coming out very angry while Billing 
the Quaker plucked at Iiis arm with an ominous “Thou man, 
will thy beast carry thee no longer? thou must fall”. Down 
in the Hall the faces of all men were changed with sudden 
joy. Then, lest he should miss anything, Pepys hurried into 
tlic City, to be richly rewarded as he reached the Guildhall 
by the great shout of “God bless your Excellence” that 
went up as Monk came out of the chamber from his audience 
with the Lord Mayor and Aldermen. All that afternoon, 
while Pepys canvassed the news with his friend Mattliew 
Lock the composer in an alehouse hard by, the cheering 
citizens surrounded Monk’s troops with gifts of money and 
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liquor. And that niglu Pcpys, in the quiet ot Axe Yard, 
described it all to his Diary : 

and Bow bells and all the bells in all the churches as we went 
home were a-ringing. Hence we went homewards, it being about 
ten o clock. But the common joy that was cvcry\sherc to be 
seen! The number of bonfires, there being fourteen between Sc 
Dunstan’s and Temple Bar, and at Strand Bridge I could at one 
view tell fliirry-one firths. In King-street seven or eight; and all 
along burning, and roasting, and drinking lor rumps. There being 
rumps tied upon sticks and carried up and do\Mi. The butchers at 
the May Pole in the Strand rang a peal with their knives when 
they were going to sacrifice their rump. On Ludgate Hill there 
was one turning of the spit that had a rump tied upon it, and 
another basting of it. Indeed it was past imagination, both the 
greamess and the suddenness of it. 

Ail this, and much that followed it — how the boys had 
broken Praise-God Barcboncs’ windows, how Vane liad 
been ordered to liis native Lincolnshire, and how full the 
taverns were of merr)' pamphlets against die Rump — Pcpys 
duly reported to his absent patron at Hinchingbrookc. On 
Sunday, February 19th, dining wirli his friend Moore, he 
heard that the secluded members would now come in for 
certain and that Crewe and Montagu would be great men 
again. Two days later he reached Westminster Hall Just in 
time to see die miracle happen, the cropped Mr Pryniic — 
after many revolutions a IGng’s man at last — being very 
conspicuous among the excluded ones as they marched in, 
liis legs a little tangled up with his long basket-liilt sword. 
That noon Mr Crewe, observing Pcpys amid die gaping 
crowd in the Hall, made him come home widi him to 
dinner and advised him to send at once for Montagu, saying 
that it was certain he would now be employed again. And 
at night in Miles* Coffee House beside Westminster stairs, 
die diarist, sitting with Matthew Lock and Henry Purcell and 
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smging a variety of brave Italian and Spanish songs, saw 
from the window above the river “tlie city from one end to 
tlie other, with a glory about it, so high was the light of the 
bonfires . . . and the bells rang cvcr^^wherc*’. Only wfien he 
got home did he find his puritan neighbour Hunt a Utdc 
forloni and troubled by these omens of cliangc. 

With Pepys it was surprising how often a public duty was 
made to coincide widi a private occasion. On the 23rd 
(Bareboncs’ windows had again been broken oi^the previous 
night) he leamt from Crewe diat Montagu was chosen a 
member of the Council of State. He at once wrote to the 
latter to inform him, and next morning, with Mr Pierce 
to accompany him, set out for Cambridge, whither liis 
young brother John, holder of a foundation scholarship, had 
just preceded him. For Samuel was the best of brothers : 
only a month before he had corrected Jolin’s speech for 
Apposition at St Paul’s and consulted widi his old head- 
master, Cronilchohnc, how to secure him an cxliibition. 
(At much the same time he had sternly rebuked his sister Pall 
for stealing his wife’s scissors and his maid’s book.) Since then 
he had equipped his brother widi some of his own books 
for his University career and bade him God-speed. Now a 
day later, riding across the wet, foul ways through Ware and 
Puckcridge, he posted after him. At Fowlmere the travellers 
slept, whence at cockcrow, leaving Pierce to go on to Mon- 
tagu at Hinchingbrooke, Pepys continued his journey to 
Cambridge, reaching the “Falcon” in diat town by eight in 
the morning. An hour later this indefatigable young man 
was ushering his brother into the presence of his mture tutor, 
Mr Widdrington of Christ’s, and supervising the ceremonies 
attendant on liis admission into die College. Thereafter, for 
the rest of the week-end, hfe became a litde blurred; after an 
afternoon spent in drinking the King’s health at the “Three 
Tuns , Sam passed on to a very handsome supper in Mr 
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Hill s chambers at Magdalene, where he was still sufficiently 
sober to notice tliat there was notliing at all left of the 
Fellows’ old preciseness in their discourse, especially, he 
added, on Saturday nights. Sunday, though a little damped 
by the return of Pierce witli the disquieting news that 
Montagu had already left Hinchingbrooke, was otherwise 
a repetition of Saturday — dinner witli Mr Widdrington at 
Christ’s, a great bout of loyal healths at the “Rose” tavern 
— die whole royal family were tliis time remembered — and 
a wind-up at the “Falcon”, where, after seeing young John 
safely to bed, Samuel concluded the day by pla^fng tlie fool 
with the lass of the house at the chamber door. 

Thus refreshed he hurried back to London. Yet though 
in his haste he was up by four o’clock on Monday morning, 
he could not refrain from loitering an hour or two at Saffron 
Walden to drink from die mazer bowl, inspect die wonders 
of Audley End and toast the King in the cellars. All these 
delights, except a parting kiss at the taveni door to the 
daughter of the house — “she being very pretty” — cost 
money; and for one whose total income was little over ^$0 
a year and who had already given that morning a parting 
gift to his brother of ten shillings, a douceur of two sliillings 
to the housekeeper at Audley End and sixpence ^modern 
readers must multiply dicsc sums by at least five) to the 
Saffron Walden poor-box seem almost over-generous. But 
Sam Pepys, the Westminster clerk, liked to do things 
handsomely when he went abroad. 

On Tuesday moniing, February 28th, after a night at 
Epping and an early morning ride tlirough the forest, he 
reached London. He found Montagu dining at his brother- 
in-law Sir Henry Wright’s, he having been in London ever 
since Pepys left it on die previous Friday. However, he re- 
ceived his young cousin graciously, told liim he was glad to 
see him and sent him out to buy him a hat. Next morning. 
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drinking wicli Mr Moore at “Will’s”, Pepys Icamt that liis 
luck was in, tor Montagu had been chosen General-at-Sea 
by the new Council. 

As happily there was little to do at the office and Downing 
was far away in Holland, Pepys was free to dance attendance 
on his powerful cousin. He waited by liis bedside at dawn, 
wlicrc many came to honour him — Secretary Thurloe, and 
Monk’s trumpeters to give him a Icvitt — and heard the stir- 
ring rumours of all that was passing ; tlie open talk of govern- 
ment by a single person and hopes, more than wliispercd 
now, that the King would conic again. And on Shrove 
Tuesday he had his reward, for at Whitehall, where he had 
gone ahead with Shcplcy to prepare a fire in Montagu’s 
lodgings, the latter called him alone into the garden and, 
after telling him how he had tried to persuade his Uncle 
Robert of Brampton to make some provision for him, bade 
him look out for some good place and promised his interest. 
Then he added that he needed someone about him whom 
he could trust, for secretly he thought that the King would 
come in, and asked Pepys whether he would come to sea as 
his secretary. 

Bewildered and ovenoyed, Pepys made his way to tlic 
office. And here, as though by divine intervention, he 
received an indication of what great tilings might lie witliin 
his grasp, for Hawley brought him a poor seaman who was 
offering ^10 for a purser’s post on one of Montagu’s ships. 
Then for a moment Pepys returned to that old merry Eng- 
land of poor artisans, with its peculiar privileges and its 
humble social round, which, diough he knew it not, he was 
now to leave for ever. For while taking his midday drink at 
Will s^ , in came Mr Day, a carpenter of Westminster, *‘to 
tell me , as Pepys that evening recorded, **that it was 
Shrove Tuesday and that I must go with him to their yearly 
club upon this day, which I confess I had quite forgot. So 
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I wcnc to the ‘Bell’, where was Mr Egliii, Veezy, Vmcent .1 
butcher, one more and Mr Tanner, wicli wlioin I played 
upon a viol and he the violin after dinner, and we were very 
merry, widi a special good dinner, a leg of veal and bacon, 
two capons aiid sausage's and fritters with alnindancc of 
wine.” Then he proceeded to Mr Scott's tojoin little jein in 
the last Shrovetide revels before the morrow ushered in tlie 
glooms of Lent and found them all at hide-and-seek, about 
the house, which in the democratic manner of England was 

full of tag, rag and bobtail, dancing, singing and dVinking”. 
After which in bed with liis wife he lay long a\s ake. unable 
to sleep at the thought of his Lord’s great cxprc'ssions of 
kindness and his own wonderful fortune. 

Next morning, howevx'r, brought conlusion, tor on his 
way through the streets to Mr Crewe’s, he encountered a 
fellow clerk who told him that George Montagu, his 
patron s cousin, was to be made Gustos Rotulorum for 
Westminster and advised him to put in for the post of Clerk 
of die Peace. This pleased Pepys, as every new proposition 
did, and he decided to try for it: there were certainly grave 
risks about going to sea, nor did he much care to trust 
Elizabeth alone in London. But when he spoke to his Lord 
about it, the latter told him that he believed his cousin had 
promised tlic clerkship to another and then very frankly gave 
him the best advice he could, whether to stay or go with 
him, and oflfered all ways within his power to do him good, 
and all with the greatest freedom and love that could be. 

Still undecided, Pepys made his way to the office. That 
evening he went to Fleet Street to see his father, who had 
returned from Brampton, where he had just left his brodicr 
Robert very ill. The old man told liim that the latter had 
promised to make liim liis heir: ‘T pray God he may be as 
good as his word’', Sam jotted in liis Diary. Tlic good news 
made it easier for liim to make up liis mind : if he was to 
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iiiJicrit ]iis uncle’s litcic property at Brampton, he could 
afford to take risks. Next day, at the “Dog” tavern, a naval 
acquaintance whom lie encountered offered liis experienced 
advice : to go to sea, to have five or six servants entered on 
the muster rolls in his name, pay tliem what wages he pleased 
and keep their pay. It was admirable counsel. On Friday, 
March 9th, Pepys informed Montagu that he was willing 
to accompany liim. 

Before he could go there was much to be done. At liis 
kind Lord’s advice he wrote at once to Downing, asking that 
his place might be discharged in liis absence by Hawley and 
his friend Moore, to each of whom he offered ^20 of his 
£$o salary. As for tlic safe disposal of his wife, he was so 
perturbed that, instead of going home early that evening, 
he stayed drinking at Harper’s till ten o’clock, with die result 
that betw'een his anxiety and his overheated head he could 
scarcely sleep at all and was forced next morning to register 
a vow “to drink no strong drink tliis week, for I find that it 
makes me sweat in bed and puts me quite out of order”. The 
same morning, however, brought solution, for on visiting 
his fatlicr, whom he found at work in his cutting-housc. the 
old man suggested that he should send his wife to board with 
the Bowyers at Huntsmore. This higlily satisfactory arrange- 
ment he then proposed to Elizabeth, just twenty-four hours 

after liis acceptance of Montagu’s offer. The poor girl she 

was only nineteen — was much troubled at this unexpected 
turn of events and only agreed to go to the Bowyers after 
much dispute. But by evening she had resigned herself to 
her fate and was busy making caps for her seafaring husband 
while the wench sat at her side knitting a pair of stockings 
for him. And on Monday Samuel, despite a bad cold brought 
on by a sudden change of weather, borrowed a horse at the 
White Hart in King Street and rode down to Bucking- 
hamshire to sec the Bowyers, He found tliem w illin g to 
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receive liis wife aiid higWy solicitous for his cold, making 
him swallow’ a spoonful ot honey and nutmeg before tiicy 
put him to bed. 

The next few days were full of unwonted bustle and ol 
the business and dignity of his new position. It was a great 
thing to visit the Naw)' Ofticc in Seething Laiic as the 
AdmiraJ’s secrctaiy and be created by Thomas Hayter, 
Esquirc» one of the godly othcials tlierc, to a fine break.t.ist 
at the “Sun” in Fish Street. It w'as even grander to become 
an employer of labour oneself : to hire a boy — of the homely 
name of Eliezcr — from Jenkins of Westminster and engage 
one John Burr to be one’s clerk. It was a httle disappointing 
to Icam from Montagu that one’s predecessor, Creed, w’as 
still to be a rival as Deputy Treasurer of the Fleet, but it could 
not be helped, and anyway it was highly satisfactory to visit 
Creed in his chambers and take over liis books and the 
Admiral’s seal. And for all the work, the endless papers to 
be sorted and dealt with and the infinity of applications, it 
was a glorious thing to be flattered and courted by people 
who a few days before w'ould never even liavc noticed one. 
Nor was the new office without its material rewards ; five 
davs after his appointment the Admiral’s secretary received 
half a piece from a parson for recommending liim to he 
preacher in one of the State’s ships. 

There was no record of “nothing to do” in the Diary 
now. In the scanty intervals of business, Pepys attended to 
his owm affairs: paid liis debts and the rent of his house, 
packed his belongings in a sca-chest lent him by Mr Slicplcy 
and bade farewell to liis friends and relations. Nor did he 
forget Elizabeth. In diose last days he was particularly kind 
to her, and when, after he had retailed to her the list of viands 
which he had just dined upon at Marsh’s, she expressed a 
longing for some cabbage, he at once sent for some. Then to 
cheer her up he promised to give her all he liad in the world 

s.p. — D 
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saving only his books,* wliich he left his brother John, in 
case he should die at sea. 

On tlic evening of Friday, March i6th, Pepys, walking 
in Westminster Hall, heard how that day the Parliament had 
dissolved itself and had gone out very cheerfully, pre- 
paratory to the first free general election in England for 
twenty years ; also how a painter had walked into the Ex- 
change carrying a ladder, up which he had cHmbcd and 
wiped out die inscription under Charles Ts statue, “Exit 
ryrannus, Regum uldmus*’. Then, while all men talked 
freely of a king, he went home and, very sadly and solemnly, 
spent his last night with liis wife. Next morning he bade 
adieu to her company in bed, rose and gave her what money 
and papers he had and sealed his will for her. So he took her 
by hackney to the “Chequers** in Holbom, where, after 
tliey had drunk together, she took coach “and so farewell**. 

* All but his French books, which he left to Elizabeth. 


S 



chapter V 

The Fortunate Voyage 


“No life at the &hore being comparable with that at sea, where we have 
good meat and drink provided for us, and good company, and good 
divertismencs, without the least care, sorrow or trouble; which will be 
continued if wc forget not our duty — viz. loyalty and thankfulness.” 

Rev. Henry Tconge, Diary. 

It was melancholy to come home, after dining at Mr 
Crewe’s, to an empty house where everything was locked 
up, but after a busy evening at the Admiralty Samuel was 
quite ready to be cheerful again. In the absence of his wife it 
had been arranged that he should sleep with tlic Crisps, his 
neighbours in Axe Yard, until it was time to leave for the 
Fleet. Here he found a warm welcome, old iVlrs Crisp all 
attention and playing over her childhood’s lessons on the 
harpsichord for his delight, a good supper, an attractive 
daughter and a bed shared with Laud Crisp, the son of the 
house, in the best chamber, finely furnished. He repaid these 
kindnesses by soliciting a place at sea for litde Master Laud. 

Pepys* stay with the Crisps was longer than he expected. 
A violent storm of wind and rain, which began soon after 
Elizabeth’s departure and which half drowned Westminster 
and poor little Axe Yard, so that boats were rowed up and 
down King Street, delayed the Admiral for several days. 
Samuel, after his manner, made the best of it. When in his 
official capacity he handed Capuin Williamson his com- 
mission to be commander of the Hlurp, he received in return 
a gold piece and twenty shillings in silver. It was most 
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satisfactory. “Strange*’, he wrote of a company of naval 
officers and tradesmen who feasted him at the “Pope’s 
Head” in Chancery Lane, “how these people do now 
promise me anything; one a rapier, the other a vessel of 
wine or a gun, and one offered me his silver hat-band to do 
him a courtesy. I pray God keep me from being proud or 
too much lifted up hereby.” 

Not that he had much time to grow conceited. “Infinity 
of business,” he recorded, “and indeed for these two or three 
days I have not been without a great many cares.” For a great 
fleet putting to sea must always bring to those in charge a 
vast train of business and applications, but when that fleet is 
setting out to revolutionise a nation’s form of government, 
the press is likely to be overwhelming. So Pepys, to whom 
his master passed every paper that reached him, found it, for 
now all men talked ope^y of bringing in the King and 
looked to Montagu, with his brother Monk, to do so. Only 
Robert Blackbume, the puritan Secretary to the Admiralty, 
seemed as glum as the clouds that drove all day above 
Whitehall, for “good men and good things”, he told Pepys, 
“were now discouraged”. 

But the storm was blowing itself out and it would soon be 
time to sail. On March 21st Pepys took a short, melancholy 
leave of his fatlier and mother : indeed, his mother had so 
piteous a cold upon her that he doubted if ever he would see 
her again. When he got home that night, Mrs Crisp was 
waiting with the best supper she could serve him and a 
hankercher with strawberry buttons upon it ; and poor Rate 
Sterpin was ready to cry. For when it came to losing liim, 
everyone loved Sam Pepys. Then on Friday, March 23rd, in 
his riding clothes, his new grey serge stockings, his sword, 
belt and hose, and surrounded by friends taking leave and 
bearing presents — one, not content with the gift of a sugar 
loaf, actually brought his wife, a very pretty woman, for the 
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departing hero to see — he followed his Lord to the Tower, 
where the barges were waiting. About midday tlicy came to 
Long Reach, where the Swiftsure lay at anchor, and as they 
went aboard the guns of all the sliips sounded to greet them. 

Scarcely were they embarked when the Vice-Admiral, 
John Lawson, came aboard. As there had been some doubt 
as to his loyalty to die govcniment in die event of any 
attempt being made to restore the King, it was reassuring to 
see the respect with wliich he treated my Lord. Then Pepys 
went down to his cabin — a noble one, he noted, diough a 
htde short to stretch oneself in* — and unpacked liis writing 
things and, widi Burr to help him, got down to work. That 
night he slept well and “the weather being good was not 
sick at air* ; yet, he added, “ I know not what I shall be“. So 
the future ruler of the Enghsh Navy went to sea. 

All the next three days, as dicy lay in Long Reach, the 
Admiral’s secretary sat in liis cabin writing letters. He had 
not even time to drink widi two old acquaintances when 
they visited the ship. Indeed, the strain, combined perhaps 
with the unwonted lilt of the river, made him a little testy at 
first : it was irritating to see Creed come aboard and dine vcty 
boldly with my Lord, though CTatifying that he could not 
find a bed; and when the boy Ehezer spilt a can of beer over 
all his papers, Samuel gave him a sound box on the car. Yet 
the position was pleasant enough, if one only had time to 
enjoy it : it was a notable honour to receive a letter from 
Mr Blackbumc of the Admiralty superscribed in his own 
hand to Samuel Pepys, Esq. — “of which God knows I w^ 
not a little proud” — to dine in the great cabin witli tlic ship’s 
officers, taking precedence of all but Captain Cuttance, and 
to be visited by the latter dignitary in one s very own cabin, 

* As sit the outside he was not (if we follow Mr ^Hiitcar s deduction 
about the giantess encountered by the diarist on Jan. 4*h and Feb. 8th, 
1669) more than 5 ft. 6 in., it must have been a very little cabin indeed. 
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where he benevolently sat drinking a bottle of wine till 
eleven at night, “a kindness he do not usually do to the 
greatest officer in the ship”. 

On Tuesday, March 27th, they fell down the river into the 
Hope, receiving such ‘‘abundance of guns” as they passed 
the Vice-Admiral that Pepys* cabin windows were shattered 
by the honourable impact. But still the ceaseless work of 
writing letters and making orders contuiued — intensified, 
as poor Pepys soon discovered, by a regrettable tendency 
on the part of his clerk Burr to take unwarranted leave 
ashore whenever the latter element presented itself. At the 
moment he had found Gravesend, 

On April 2nd tlie Admiral transferred to his old flagship, 
die NaseoVy and Pepys with him shifting his things into a new 
cabin, little but very convenient with one window to the sea 
and another to the deck. The work went with him — vast 
packets of letters to receive in the early morning, com- 
missions to prepare for replacing dissatisfied officers by loyal 
ones, interviews with merchantmen requiring convoys (we 
were still officially at war with Spain), passes to make out for 
mysterious strangers who secretly visited my Lord and 
seemed, under various pretences, to be all bound for Flanders. 
Occasionally the monotony was reheved by a present — two 
private missives each containing a piece of gold from persons 
to whom he had done a favour, from a newly promoted 
captain, thirty shillings for writing a commission for another. 

Then on the 5th there came a change : sail was hoisted and 
the low river banks began to slip by. The Fleet was going to 
sea. All that afternoon Pepys spent on deck, watching the 
passing coasts of Kent and Essex glimmering in the spring 
haze. And next night, as they sailed on towards the Spits 
(Burr as usual had been left behind), Mr Secretary, his day’s 
work done, stayed late walking on the quarter-deck with 
Captain Cuttance, learning sea terms. 
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But next morning he awoke to see green water, and his 
naval education took a new turn. For about nine o’clock the 


wind got up and the Naseby anchored among the sands for a 
while, and, wrote Pepys, ‘ I began to be dizzy and squeam- 
ish”. At fbi< moment the Admiral, full of sympathy for liis 
overworked secretary, sent for him to his cabin and oftered 
him a plate of oysters — the best he had ever tasted in his life, 
he explained. No further work was done that day, and, 
following a fruitless afternoon spent in walking die deck to 
keep liimself from being sick, Samuel at about Bve o’clock 
reared to his bunk. Then a hot caudle was brought him, 
and he slept. 

It was calmer on Sunday and at noon the Fleet set sail 
again. And now Pepys, somewhat recovered, began to see 
the green horizon opening before him; saw abo many 
vessels and masts and feamt something of the topography of 
the sea. All afternoon a brave wind blew and, leaning out of 
the Lieutenant’s window, he had a good look through die 
perspective glass at the decks of two East Indiamen, among 
the occupants of which he was delighted to notice several 
handsome w'omen. He was Ending his sea legs. But die 
invigorating effect of ocean was not maintained, for later in 
the afternoon he was again forced to retire, diough he 
managed before the day ended to engage in a spirited argu- 
ment with the ship’s preacher against extemporary prayers. 

But on die morrow, sailing all day widun sight of the 
Forelands, he was able to brook a Besh gale far better than 
he expected, had his first distant view of the French coast and 
stood on deck when the Naseby came to anchor in the midst 
of the English batdc fleet in the Downs: ‘’great was the 
shout of guns from the casdes and ships and our answers, 
that I never heard yet so great rattling of guns. Nor could 
wc sec one another on board for the smoke that was among 


us nor one 


ship from another 
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Up to this time Pepys’ association with Montagu had 
been almost entirely of an official kind. But next night, as 
he was sitting alone in his cabin in a melancholy fit playing 
his violin — he had not heard from Elizabeth since he left 
London and his heart was heavy tvith apprehension — my 
Lord with Sir Richard Stayner, the Rear-Admiral, came 
into the coach to sup, and, hearing his secretary playing, 
called him out to join them. A new bond — and that almost 
the most enduring passion in the lives of both of them — had 
come to link these two sensitive and artistic cousins to each 
other. Next morning Montagu made Pepys breakfast with 
him in his cabin. And in the afternoon he poured out his 
heart to his little secretary — made happy himself by the 
receipt of two letters from his wife — and discussed very 
earnestly with him the extent to which he could depend on 
the loyalty of his captains when the time should come to 
proclaim the King. Thenceforward Pepys was altogether in 
his master’s confidence, secretly aiding him to purge the 
Fleet of Anabaptist captains and wording the new com- 
missions of the Vice- and Rear-Admirals to give him the 
maximum of power over them. He loved to hsten to the 
Admiral speaking to him in such a mood, tcUing him how 
happy he tliought himself to be now at sea, as well for his 
own sake as that he thought he might do his country some 
service. He for his part was also happy, even if his kind 
master somctinies chaffed him, showing him the French 
coast through his perspective glass and telling him , that it 
was Kent. For he was now trusted and honoured, and all 
aboard the ship knew it. So, when on Good Fri^y he had 
the furniture of his cabin altered, it gave him great joy 
to see what a command he had over everyone to come and 
go as he ordered. 

Moreover, he was thoroughly contented in other ways. 
The sea suited him, and he was not in the least perturbed by 
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the great gale which swept the coast in mid-April and, unlike 
the gendeman from shore who dined with my Lord, was 
never forced again to rise from table. So long as he knew 
that his wife was well, he was free from all anxiety; “what 
with die goodness of the bed”, he wrote in die midst of 
the storm, “and the rocking of the sliip, I slept till ahnost 
ten o’clock . . . which occasioned my thinking upon a happy 
life that I live now”. Even Burr’s further disappearance on 
shore at Deal did not worry him. 

Reading between die lines of his Diary one can sec what 
good company Pepys was that spring. He, Shcplcy and 
Will Howe formed a httlc trinity of Hinchingbrooke friends 
on board the ship, to which Lambert the Lieutenant and 
Ibbott* the prcaclicr were always admitted. Lambert was a 
particular favourite of his : he was even privileged to see his 
manner of keeping a journal. With such boon companions 
Pepys loved to broach a vessel of ale and be merry ; one 
evening when diey were all together young Will Howe 
pulled out the spigot of die barrel, filled his mountcer with 
ale and started to drink from it, wliilc Samuel tried to dash 
it in his face. After which there was a great deal of good 
liquor flying about, and Sam’s velvet studying cap and his 
clothes got a little spoilt. 

But often Pepys^ company was of a higher and more 
decorous kind. Captain Cuttaiicc would sit of an evening in 
his cabin and, sharing a barrel of oysters with him, catch 
something of his fine, infectious gaiety. And the fame of his 
company went further afield : the Vice-Admiral’s coxswain 
came to invite him to dine with his master, and there in the 
London i stateroom die humble Exchequer Clerk sat down 

* Pepys was sometimes rather worried that he might h-ive gone too far 
with thi< worthy parson in their social evenings together : ‘ sensible that 
I have been a little too free to make mirth wim the minister of our ship, 
he being a very sober and notable upright man”. D. April 12th, 1660. 
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to feast aiid be merry. Other captains followed suit, Pepys 
recording his great content to sec how he was treated “and 
witli what respect made a fellow to the best commanders in 
the Fleet”. 

The round of work was broken by other pleasures. On 
St George’s Day the rough seamen held their sports and 
Pepys found it pleasant watching dicm. A few days later he 
liimsclf succumbed to tlie fashionable game of ninepins, with 
which the great ones of the ship were wont to recreate them- 
selves after dinner, and won half a crown. It was a most 
expensive victory. Thereafter day after day Pepys played 
ninepins on tlie deck, losing now five shillings, now nine, 
with almost unfailing regularity to Captain Cuttance, to 
Creed and even to Montagu, who sometimes took a hand at 
tlie game; and this when his total worldly wealth did not 
exceed £40. 

Even less able was he to resist the charm of music — singing 
a good-night psalm with Will Howe before he slept or 
tuning his violin with Shcplcy and I-ambert in his cabin. But 
there could be no harm here. One night as he and Howe 
were pla)Tng, Montagu made them come down to him and 
calling for instruments joined them in a set of Lock’s, two 
trebles and a bass, and, that done, “fell a’singing himself 
a song upon the Rump to the tune of Grcanslcavcs**. 
Thereafter the three had many musical evenings to- 
gether. 

All the while that the Fleet lay at Deal, there passed 
through it a continuous stream of mysterious gentlemen out- 
ward bound — great cavaliers who had supported the King 
tlirough evil tunes and others who had not but were now 
ma kin g up for lost dme. It was part of Pepys* duties to 
supply them with discreet passes and sometimes with ships ; 
as Montagu’s confidential secretary, he stood, a kind of 
usher, in the loyalty corridor to Flanders. But after May ist 
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there was no longer any need for secrecy. On tliac day — 
“the hapj)iesc May day that hath been many a year to 
England — the King’s letter from Breda was read to a 
bareheaded House of Commons, who at once invited him 
to return and govern his native land. The tidings of tlicse 
events reached the Fleet next day; and on May 3rd the 
Admiral’s secretary sat proudly at his first Council of War 
and read aloud Charles II’s letter to the assembled captains. 
At the end of the meeting, while they were discussing it, 
Pepys pretended to draft a loyal resolution, which he had 
taken down at Montagu’s dictation beforehand, and pre- 
sented it to them; tliis, though several of them were still 
republican at heart, they passed. Thereafter he had die most 
glorious afternoon of his life, visiting each sliip in turn and, 
with infinite pomp and trumpeting and cheering, reading 
the royal declaration to the assembled crews. Before he 
retired to bed the Admiral capped his joy by showing him 
the confidential letters written to him by the King and the 
Duke of York “in such famUiar words as if Jack Cole and 
I had writ them”. 

With hfe opening before him in such wonderful fasliion 
Pepys was at work before three next morning, being careful 
to add his name to all copies of the Council’s resolution so 
that if any of diem found their way into print it should be 
there. In the afternoon Montagu called him into his cabin 
to read over the letter which he was secredy sending to the 
King, to sec if he could find any slips in it : he was learning 
to rely more and more on his secretary’s discretion and 
judgment. The latter then hurried off to his cabin and wrote 
down as much as he could remember of this historic docu- 
ment in liis Diary, after which he repaired to the deck for a 
game of ninepins. That night he wrote a letter on his own 
account to his old crony Tom Doling of the Exchequer, 
enclosing a copy of the vote : 
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Sir, 

He chat can fancy a fleet (like ours) in her pride, with pen- 
dants loose, guns roaring, caps flying, and the loud “Vive le 
Roys”, echoed from one ship s company to another, he, and he 
only, can apprehend the joy mis inclosed vote was received with, 
or the blessuig he thought himself possessed of that bore it, and is 

Your humble servant. 

It was all very formal and splendid. 

On Monday, May ytli, Montagu gave Pepys orders to 
write for silk flags and scarlet waistcloths, a rich barge, a 
noise of trumpets and a set of fiddlers. Three days later he 
sent for him privately and told him that he was commanded 
to sail to fetch the King. On the iith the Fleet left the 
Downs for Dover, and next day, without waiting for the 
Parliamentary Commissioners who were expected from 
London, weighed anchor for Holland. Before he left Pepys 
received a letter from his wife and had tlie unspeakable 
satisfaction of seeing his name in print in a London pam- 
phlet describing the Fleet’s doings at Deal. Burr once more 
was nearly left behind. 

So with the sea he was to serve so well blowing through 
his being, Pepys watched the vanishing cliffs of Dover and 
Calais : “and very pleasant it was to me that the further we 
went the more we lost sight of both lands**. Sunday was 
spent in making ready for the new era, Vidth the Fleet’s 
painters and tailors hard at work removing the Common- 
wealth harps from the ships and cutting up yellow cloth into 
crowns and “C.R.s**, and in the afternoon good Mr Ibbott 
prayed for “all that were related to us in a spiritual and 
fleshly way**. Towards evening they came within sight of 
the Dutch shore. 

When Pepys awoke on Monday morning and looked out 
of the scuttle he could see the sand dunes and beyond the 
spires of The Hague. Then the sight familiar to so many 
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generations of sea-going Englishmen arriving in a foreign 
port appeared: and “some nasty Dutchmen come on board 
to proncr their boats to carry' tilings from us on shore, etc., 
to get money by us”. In the grey mist of dawn die islander 
in Pepys reacted; but later, when the sun rose, the curious 
child of nature diat was more than half of him got the better 
of his insularity and he was all agog to go ashore. Later in 
the day he found himself, with leave of absence duly given, 
in a coach, “wherein there was two very pretty ladies very 
fashionable and with black patches”, jolting over die sandy 
road to The Hague. The ladies sang merrily all the way, two 
blades that were with them made very free in kissing them, 
and Pepys took out his flageolet and piped. It was a pity that 
in doing so he dropped his rapier stick out of the door: he 
sent his boy back to fetch it, but some horses had been over 
it and had broken the scabbard. He found The Hague a most 
fine and smart place in all respects, the houses as neat as 
possible widi maypoles outside every door; it was also very 
full of English. A friendly stranger showed liim round, and 
at about ten o’clock he obtained admission to see the little 
Prince of Orange. After that it was pleasant to sup with nine 
of his fellow sight-seers on a sallet and three bones of mutton, 
and retire to bed with the Judge Advocate of the Fleet, the 
boy Eliezcr l^ng on a bench beside them. It was all, he 
added again, “very neat and handsome . 

Next day, in the sunlight, the sight-seeing continued. It 
was entrancing — the burghers with their muskets bright as 
silver, the trim rows of trees, the pretty bask^ which he 
bought for Elizabeth and Mrs Pierce : indeed , he wrote, 
cannot speak enough of the gallantry of the town . . . 
the women many of them very pretty and in good habits 
fashionable and black spots”. It was a great pity to have to 
leave it all (though he had just time to buy three books for 
love of their fine binding before doing so) to go back to 
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Sclievelling and the ships. But the Admiral made up for 
everything, showing Pcpj^s his new clothes, “rich as gold 
and silver can make them talking to him all alone for two 
solid hours on his views on religion, “wherein he is, I per- 
ceive, wholly sceptical, as well as I, saying that indeed the 
Protestants as to the Church of Rome are wholly fanatiqus** ; 
and shovring such respect and kindness as he had never 
known in his life. After supper tlie talk continued till the sea 
grew so rough that Sam was unable to stand and had to go 
to bed. 

After a day of hard work at sea, when even liis weekly 
shave from the barber was interrupted by the arrival of a 
Dutch Admiral who, speaking no French or English, must 
needs be entertained in Latin, Pepys managed to get on shore 
again. This time he was particularly fortunate. He saw the 
King, who seemed to be a very sober man and who most 
graciously kissed little Edward Montagu, who had come 
sight-seeing, too, the Lord Chancellor Hyde lying on liis bed 
with a fit of the gout but exceedingly merry, and the Queen 
of Bohemia. After this feast of royalty — the first of that 
rare species on whom he had set eyes since cliildhood — 
Samuel took coach to the House-in-the-Wood to see the 
Dowager Princess of Orange’s pictures and sing songs in 
the Echo there. It was all inexpressibly pleasant, tlie more, as 
he said, “because in a heaven of pleasure and in a strange 
country ; never in his life had he been so taken up with a 
sense of delight. 

Moreover, the treat was prolonged. An attempt to re- 
embark at dawn next morning was fhistrated by a gale, and, 
after waiting some hours in the rain for a boat, he returned 
to The Hague. There was a slight hiatus, however, due to the 
disappearance of young Montagu, whom Pepys left in the 
charge of Mr Pierce ; hearing that the latter had borne him 
off sight-seeing to Delft, he took boat to that place. But 
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chough he saw the church where Vaii Tromp lay entombed, 
and a most sweet town with bridges and a river in every 
street, he could find no trace of his employer’s son and liis 
custodian. Nor was the weight on his mind relieved by die 
behaviour of a pretty, sober Dutch lass upon wliom he tried 
to fasten some discourse in tlic boat on the return journey 
and who prudendy refused all his advances. Another visit 
to the Housc-in-the-Wood cheered him up, but there was 
still no sign of Master Edward. His anxiety was not removed 
till next morning, when he encountered the young gentle- 
man and the truant Mr Pierce in a shop buying pictures. 
After which he gave die latter a piece of his own mind. 

The storm was still blowing, but as he had been now 
absent from die Fleet for nearly diree days, Pepys resolved to 
set out for Schevelling early next morning. Before he left 
The Hague he met his old chamber-fellow of Cambridge, 
Kit Anderson, in whose rather hectic company he spent 
several hours in a tavern, where they were privileged to 
enjoy the society of a very promising young lady. Fortun- 
ately it was Saturday night and her professional dudes with 
the refreshments prevented her from devoring herself too 
entirely to her English admirers, and at midnight, though the 
aspiring Anderson aimounced his intention of returning to 
see more of her, Pepys retired to bed. But there was no 
doubt that the long cchbacy and the Dutch sights and wine 
were proving too much for his far from frigid temperament. 
After the jolting ride to Schevelling in the early morning, 
the wind was still blowing hard and so he repaired for a few 
hours’ sleep to an inn wnerc * in another bed there was a 
pretty Dutch woman in bed alone”, but he added regret- 
&ly, “though I had a month’s mind to her, I had not tlic 
boldness to go to her. So there I slept an hour or two. At l^t 
she rose, and then I rose and walked up and down the 
chamber, and saw her dress herself after the Dutch dress 
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and talked to her as much as I could and took occasion, from 
her ring which she wore on her first finger, to kiss her hand, 
but had not the face to offer anything more”. Then he bade 
adieu to the shore. 

For two more days the storm blew. On the 22nd the wind 
dropped and the ship’s company made ready to receive the 
Dukes of York and Gloucester on board — both very fine 
gentlemen they seemed to be. That moniing on tlie quarter- 
deck the Duke of York as Lord High Admiral, his secretary 
William Coventry, Admiral Montagu and Samuel Pepys 
spent a busy hour allotting to every ship its service for the 
return voyage to England. On one side of the medal one 
sees a busy little man, conscious of his new-found importance 
and dancing assiduous attendance on these great ones ; on the 
other the future governance of the Royal Navy brought to- 
gether for the first time on the Nasebys rolling deck. 

Wednesday, May 23rd, was the great day. Pepys from the 
ship watched the vast multitude on the sands that pressed 
around the King as he made his way to the water’s edge — 
the last surge of returning exile — and was almost deafened 
by the thunder of guns as the Admiral’s barge bore him to- 
wards the flagsliip. He knelt to kiss the hands of tlie King 
and the other royalties who accompanied him and saw them 
all dine in the coach, “which was a blessed sight to see”. 
Afterwards die King to mark the inauguration of a new 
r<5gimc rechristened the Naseby after his own name Charles, 
and, while the Dukes went to their stations in the London and 
Swiftsnre, those who were not to sail put off for the shore, so 
that in one small boat Pep)^ could see the receding forms of 
the daughter of James I, Ae daughter of Charles I and a htde 
boy who in the far future was to be King William m. Then 
the Fleet weighed anchor, and “with a fresh gale and most 
happy weather we set sail for England. All the afternoon the 
King walked here and there, up and down (quite contrary to 
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what I thought him to have been), very active and stirring. 
Upon the quarter-deck he fell into a discourse of liis escape 
from Worcester, where it made me ready to weep to hear 
the stories that he told of his difficulties that he had passed 
through”. All these things his humble Lstencr recorded in 
his Diary. 

There were so many people on board die ship that one 
could scarcely move. But dicy were all people of great 
quality, lords and persons of honour, so diat Pepys did not 
in the least mind having to share the carpenter’s cabin with 
Dr Clcrke, that genteel and knowledgeable physician, or to 
crowd with seven other people in to dinner in that tiny 
space ; after all, it was not every day that one could mess with 
such notables as the King’s chaplains and physicians, his old 
tutor Dr Earle and his confidential financial agent Stephen 
Fox, or walk the deck listening to die royal jester, Thomas 
Killigrcw, telling merry stories — delightful, even if he were 
a little blasphemous. And it w'as a glorious thing to carry a 
document into die King’s own presence and watch him 
sign it. Amid such joys and wonders diey came in sight of 
Enghsh land on the evening of May 24th. 

Before the King landed next morning there was a furdier 
thrill in store for Samuel. For going to speak on business to 
the Duke of York, that kind prince called him Mr Pepys 
by name and promised him his future favour. About noon 
the royal brothers landed in their native kingdom. The 
Admiral’s secretary followed them in a smaller boat with 
one of the royal footmen and a dog that die King loved, 
which so far missed the significance of the occasion as to 
forget its manners, which “made us laugh, and me think 
that a King and all that belong to him arc but just as others 
are”. Witn this philosophical reflection, Pepys completed 
his part in the most dramatic episode in English history. 

So he saw the King pass from the crowded beach and away 



II4 THE FORTUNATE VOYAGE [l660 

through the town towards Canterbury — “the shouting and 
joy expressed by all was past imagination**. Then he returned 
to the ship, to find his cliief almost transported with joy at 
the thought of his share in these events. After that there was 
somctliing of a reaction. For the great company was now all 
gone and next day Pepys found himself ‘very uncouth all 
this day for want thereof**. Indeed, the full measure of tliat 
fall was perhaps best indicated by the fact that he himself, in 
the Admiral’s absence, dined commander at the coach table 
and all the officers of the ship with him. Yet even tliat, when 
one reflected on it, was a wonderful and almost miraculous 
position for one who two montlis before had been proud to 
cat liis dinner with a couple of senior clerks. 

Also, though tlie glamour of the last few days was over, 
there was a compensation. For a golden shower of royal 
benevolence now fell on the ships that had brought tlie King 
over, and a not insignificant part of it lighted on the 
Admiral’s secretary. On the 25di Pepys heard that the King 
had given ^$oo for the Nasehy*s crew and officers and 
another ^so for Montagu’s servants. Of the former he 
secured sixty ducats (about ;C3o) and of the latter seventy 
guilders. When he made up liis accounts on June 3rd he 
found liimself worth nearly X^ioo, for which lus heart was 
glad and he blessed God. The voyage in nine weeks had 
more than doubled liis capital. 

Nor was this all. For in those last ten days on board tlie 
Naseby^ after the princes had departed and before he and his 
master also left, there lay in tlie air a lively sense of further 
favours to come. To Montagu. Charles II had sent from 
Canterbury tlie King-of*Arms bearing the great Order of the 
Garter, and it was plain that the royal favour was at the 
command of the man whose ships had brought him home. 
It was not unreasonable that Pepys, who was now so caressed 
and trusted by his master, should look for something too. 
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And, as they cleared up the last business of the voyage, 
played a friendly game of ninepins or rode together in a 
merry party beneath Dover cl^s, wagering their height 
against that of St Paul*s, Montagu in liis reticent way was 
quick to encourage tliese hopes. On June 2nd, when Pepys 
was thanking him for his share of the Duke of York’s 
bounty, he told him tliat he hoped to do liim a more lasting 
kindness, and added: “We must have a Uttle patience and 
we rise together. In die mean time I will do yet all die 
good jobs I can.” Four days later, hearing from London 
that a clerkship of the Signet had faUen to liim, Montagu 
promised his secretary, and that in the most loving terms, die 
execution of it in case he could not get him better employ- 
ment. Then on Thursday, June 7th, came a royal summons 
to Ivondon, and my Lord and his servants made ready to go. 
Next day diey set out, Pepys a httle troubled with the 
King’s guitar. The travellers dined at Canterbury, where one 
of Mr Pepys* many selves took great delight in inspccung 
the cathedral and the remains of Becket’s tomb, and slept at 
Gravesend, where another of diem kissed a good handsome 
wench, “die first that I had seen a great wliilc”. On Saturday 
the 9th they came by boat to London, landing at die Temple. 

So ended die fortunate voyage. It had brought to Pepys 
money, opportunity and contact with great folk, acquain- 
tancesliip with whom had hitherto been beyond his wildest 
dreams. It liad also brought him while it lasted intense 
pleasure : important work, good victuals and drink, health- 
giving breezes, merry company and a complete absence of 
personal responsibUity. Above all, his passionate curiosity, 
his love of new sights and new faces, had been gratified as 
never before. 

Yet in all that voyage in which he found so much, one 
thing he missed. Once, visiting my Lord s store-room of 
wine and drink, Pepys had admired the ship s massy timbers. 
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but for the most part the vessel that bore him attracted his 
notice very litile ; it was her good fare, important passengers 
and congenial employment that charmed him. Of the sea- 
men themselves, that rough, humorous race apart, of whom 
Clarendon wrote so feelingly and who had their being all 
around him, he never spoke nor indeed scarcely seemed 
aware. The tarry, swearing, droll fellows, who called all 
things by a peculiar name of their own, rolled so in their 
gait that a waiting wench or a pressman could tell tliem half 
a mile away, sang lustily as they sounded the depths, and, 
cursing their commanders, bore their ships unfhncliingly 
between the cliffs of Teneriffe into the flame of a thousand 
guns, were still beyond his ken. For it was not on the wide 
and dancing waters that a great servant of England’s Navy 
was to learn his trade, but in the riverside streets beside the 
Tower, where the grey Thames flowed outwards with ships 
upon her breast to meet tlie sea. 



chapter VI 
Clerk of the Acts 


“To my wife again . . . and presented her with my patent at which she 
was overjoyed; so to the Nav}' Office and showed her my house, and 
both were mightily pleased at all tilings thcrc.“ Didry, July 13th. 1660. 

It was good to sec Elizabeth, safely come up from the 
Bowyers to John Pepys* house in Salisbury Court, to take 
her arm in Lincoln’s Inn Walks, and to comfort his former 
loneliness at night with her presence. Samuel had been 
troubled for some weeks by news of her poor health, and 
she had written plaintively how fain she was to be with liim 
and at her house again; “but we must be content”, he had 
told his Diary. Now she was well and restored to his arms. 
It was a fortnight, however, before the httle house at Axe 
Yard was ready to receive them; till then Mrs Pepys, with 
her maid and her black dog, lodged at her father-in-law’s. 

But man, so soon as one hope is fulfilled or one anxiety 
assuaged, finds something new to vex liis heart. So it was 
that June with Pepys. His wife he had : it was a post he 
sought now. In this he was not alone, for all England in the 
summer of 1660 came flocking to Whitehall to sec what the 
miraculous turn of events and the generosity of a king could 
give. Amid the crowd of suitors in Whitehall gallery and 
park, httle Samuel Pepys took his place; “there’ , as one 
laconic entry has it, “walked, gallantly great”. 

Those wno climb seek as a rule some firm handhold 
by which to raise themselves. Montagu that June must 
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sometimes have found the attendance of his secretary a little 
overwhelming, for he was followed by him everywhere. It 
was wearying for Pepys too: “Court attendance infinite 
tedious ”, he confessed, out then it was worth it. For his master 
was in high favour, was made Master of the Great Wardrobe, 
a Commissioner of the Treasury and given an earldom, and 
at any moment something might come tlie way of his faith- 
ful attendant. In the meantime Pepys did not neglect small 
gains ; when Murford, his old acquaintance of Westminster 
Hall, took him to a tavern to drink and told of a business by 
which he might make he was all attention, especially 
when a day or two later die suitor actually showed him the 
money. Nor did he refuse to aid Lady Pickering — once so 

f reat a personage in his little world, but now, through her 
usband s republicamsm, fallen on evil days — when she 
begged his assistance with his Lord and gave him for his 
encouragement five pounds of silver wrapped in paper. 

On June i8di Montagu told his secretary that he was on 
the look-out for the place of Clerk of the Acts of the Navy 
for him. Pepys was not quite clear what it was, and did not 
think much about it for some days : after all, it was im- 
probable that anydiing so grand would really come his way. 
Instead he busied himself with such matters as obtaining 
contact with a gendeman who was offering ;{|500 for a 
baronet^, and the coUecdon of small gratuides due to him 
for services rendered to sea-captains in their pursuit of com- 
missions. But on the 23rd Montagu told him that he had 
defimtely obtained the promise of the post for him, “at 
which , Pepys notes, “I was glad’*: my Lord also must 
have been glad. Then the full nature of the promised 
appointment began to dawn on Samuel, and by next day 
his mind was entirely taken up with the thought of it. 

Straightway he set to work to make certain that the prize 
so suddenly d^gled before him should become his : no stone 
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would he leave unturned to ensure tliat. He spoke to 
William Coventry, the Duke’s secretary, with whose remote 
acquaintanceship his naval work for Montagu had endowed 
him, lobbied everyone he met and followed his Lord about 
more attentively than ever. Nor were such precautions un- 
needed, For almost at once obstacles to the fulfilment of his 
w'ishes presented themselves. Mr Turner of the Navy Office 
told him openly that he was after the same place — “he was 
very civil to me and I to him” — and worse, Lady Monk 
wrote to Montagu saying tliat she had promised the office to 
someone else. But the Admiral proved a match for this all- 
powerful lady (who was using her husband’s unique position 
to demand a “rake-off” from every aspirant to employment 
in the State) and wrote back tliat he believed that General 
Monk would take it ill if he, for his part, should try to name 
the officers of his army and that he therefore hoped to have 
the naming of at least one officer in the Navy. After W’hich 
there was no further opposition from Lady Monk. 

The Clerksliip of the Acts was well wortli a battle to 
obtain. In a sense it was the oldest of all the administrative 
offices of tlie Navy Office — the department which under the 
supervision of the Admiralty (then sdll the secretarial en- 
tourage of the Lord High Admiral) built die ships, fed and 
clothed die men and maintained the dockyards of the old 
Navy, In the far mists of the past, somewhere in die days 
when White Rose was fighting Red, there had been first 
appointed a great officer called Clerk of the King s Sliips. In 
the time of Henry VIII the manifold duties of this function- 
ary had been merged into those of a Navy Board. But one 
of the four Principal Officers of the latter, though admittedly 
inferior to his brethren— the Treasurer, the Comptroller and 
the Surveyor — still bore the honoured name of Clerk of the 
Acts of the King’s Ships. When the outline of all things old 
vanished in the great deluge of 1642. he and the other 
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Principal OfEcers disappeared from the pay-roll of the State, 
and their places were taken by a body of Commissioners, 
who continued to execute the administrative work of tlie 
Navy from their office in Mark Lane and sent out, not uji- 
prepared, the sJiips wliich humbled Van Tromp and sailed 
into the waters of Santa Cruz. With the Restoration, in the 
great business of trying to please everyone which was the 
main concern of tlie new government of England, it was 
decided to amalgamate the practice of both the ancient royal 
and the more recent republican Navy Offices. Independent 
Commissioners with a roving warrant were still to sit on 
the Board, but to them were to be added the old Principal 
Officers — die Treasurer, die Comptroller, the Surveyor and 
die Clerk of the Acts. Though die latter was both in theory 
and practice die least of these and his official salary in the 
days before the Civil Wars had been somewhat slender, the 
perquisitorial possibilities of the post were sufficiendy pro- 
mising to cause a hard-headed man of business to offer Pepys, 
almost on the very day that his candidature was first dis- 
cussed, £,$00 to desist from liis application. For one whose 
total wealth two mondis before had not exceeded a twelfth 
part of that sum, Pepys’ prayer that night that God would 
direct him what to do was not unreasonable. 

The Duke of York liimself spoke to his secretary to dis- 
patch die business, and everyone whom he met gave Pepys 
joy of his new place as diough he were already in it. On 
June 28th Sir George Downing received a full release from 
all contractual obligations to his former clerk: “he is so 
stingy a fellow”, the latter recorded, “I care not to see him”. 
Next day, with the Duke’s warrant for the Clerkship of the 
Acts in his pocket, Pepys received a shock, for he was told 
that his predecessor in that office, one Thomas Barlow, was 
still alive and was coming up to town to rlaim his place. 
Though his master bade him get possession of his patent and 
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promised to do all that he could to keep this invader out, liis 
heart sank into his boots. 

In the next few days events moved almost breathlessly. 
On the last day of the month came a letter from Mr Turner 
offering £,iSO to be joined with Pepys in his patent and ad- 
vising him how to make the most of the place and keep out 
Barlow. Early next morning, a Sunday, tl^ere arrived at 
Axe Yard a fine camlet coat wnth gold buttons and a silk 
suit; “I pray God”, v-note its proud owner, ‘‘to make me 
be able to pay for it”. Success in his candidature was now 
more vital than ever. Monday brought infinity of business 
so that Pepys* heart and head were botli full. And at seven 
that night in Montagu’s lodgings, there met for the first 
time the Principal Officers of the Navy and ‘‘among die 
rest”, recorded the proud diarist, “myself was reckoned 
one”. There they received their instructions to meet next 
day and to draw up such an Order of Council as, when 
passed, would put them into action. 

Of those who gadiered round the table in Sir Edward 
Montagu’s room all but one had experience of things apper- 
taining to the sea or war. Chief of diem was the newly 
appointed Treasurer of the Navy, Sir George Carteret, who 
had rendered the most important services to the King in liis 
native Jersey in the early days of his exile and who had held 
the office of Comptroller of the Navy twenty-one years 
before in the time of Charles I. Another veteran of 
those far days was Admiral Sir W^illiam Batten, who had 
been Surveyor of the Navy from 1638 to 1642 and who 
now, after a somewhat chequered sea career, first as a 
parliamentarian and then as a royalist, returned at a ripe age 
to his old post. The Comptroller was as yet unnamed, but 
the three additional Commissioners, who with a roving 
warrant were to assist the Principal Officers, had all been 
nominated by the Privy Council at its sitting that morning. 
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Of these by far the most important was Sir William Penn. 
He had been bom and bred a merchant seaman of Bristol, 
had first commanded a royal ship in 1642 at the age of 
twenty-one and had held the great office of General-at-Sea 
tinder tlie Commonwealth. During the last few months of 
the repubhc he had gone die same way as Monk and Mon- 
tagu and had been knighted on board the Naseby for his share 
in bringing back the King. He was still only diirty-nine and 
was probably die most able officer in the Enghsh Navy. It 
was he who, dirough his friendship with the Lord High 
Admiral s secretary, Wilham Coventry, had prevailed upon 
the Council to adopt die administrative practice of both 
royal and repubUcan days and had drafted the memorandum 
wliich laid down the nature and duties of the new Navy 
Board. The other two Commissioners were Lord Berkeley 
of Stratton, a distinguished cavalier soldier, and Peter Pett, 
who for thirteen years had served as the Commonwealth 
Commissioner at Chadiam dockyard and was the most 
eminent Hving representative of the famous family of ship- 
wrights which for over a hundred years had held, through 
all pohtical changes, the virtual monopoly of building tne 
State s chief ships. He, on Penn's advice, was not obhged to a 
continual personal attendance at the Board like the other 
Principal Officers, but continued in his former employment 
in charge of the great yard at Chatham. The one exception 
to this galaxy of naval and military experience was the Clerk 
of the Acts elect, a young man of twenty-seven who a few 
months before had scarcely known one end of a ship from 
the other. It was small wonder, therefore, that Pepys had 
some fears that he would be unable to attain to the great 
post which his cousin the Admiral had so unexpectedly 
placed within his reach. 

Next day his fears were shown to be fully justified. After 
attempting during dinner to spike Turner's guns by offering 
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him ^so out of his own purse and die benefit of a clerk’s 
place besides, he was greeted with the news that Barlow was 
on the point of enquiring for Mr Coventry. In terror he 
hurried to his Lord, who, like the noble-hearted patron he 
was, assured him that he need not fear, for he would get him 
the place against all the world. He received further comfort 
from Will Howe, who told him that Barlow was a sickly 
man who would be incapable of executing his old office in 
person. After that Pepys was able to write letters for his chief 
in comparative peace of mind till rwo in the morning. 

Yet Before dawn he was up again, soliciting Sir George 
Carteret, the Treasurer, for his help and then hurrying witli 
Commissioner Pett to the Navy Office in Seething Lane to 
view the official residences of the Principal Officers : even the 
worst of them, he decided, was very good. But the fatal 
fear of losing that which he so much coveted gnawed again 
at his heart: what if the great ones who were to be his 
colleagues should shuffic him out of his right to one? And 
all that evening he spent restlessly pacing in the courtyard of 
Whitehall, until his Lord came out and told liim that tlie 
Council had passed the formal orders empowering tlic new 
Navy Board to act. 

Next day, feeling a little more assured, Pepys agreed to 
employ Thomas Hayter of the old Navy Office as his clerk. 
He also obtained much sage and experienced advice from 
the superseded Secretary to the Admiralty, Robert Black- 
bume, with whom he walked for an hour or two between 
the summer showers in St James’s Park. And at dinner he 
learnt from Mr Cooling, tlie Lord Chamberlain’s secretary, 
of a project wliich that gentleman had formed “for all us 
secretaries to join together and get money by bringing all 
business into our hands”. The spirit of a great Civil Service 
was already abroad in the land. 

Yet again that night the promised cup was almost dashed 
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from Pepys’ lips. Dr Petty, one of the Professors of Gresham 
College, whom he had previously known slightly, came to 
him to inform him that his friend Barlow was now in 
London, wliich, with other things this learned gentleman 
mentioned, put liim into an utter despair. Even next day 
when, in company with Montagu, Carteret and Coventry, 
he went to take possession of the Navy Office and its papers, 
his expectations of really securing the job remained almost 
ncghgible. But with the week-end hope returned. On 
Saturday, July ydi, one came to him offering to buy a clerk’s 
place, and Samuel was bold enough to ask £,100 for it. A 
few hours later he learnt that the Council had advanced the 
old pre-war salaries of the Principal Officers all round, 
setting his — the lowest of tlie four — at £lso a year, a sum 
equivalent to perhaps _£i500in our present-day money. And 
though on Sujiday his campaign was necessarily interrupted, 
he was a little cheered by the news that a friendly don at 
Cambridge had procured him a degree as Master of Arts by 
proxy. 

Pepys’ great business of the next week was to secure his 
patent to his office before Barlow could have time to 
estabhsh his earlier claim. All Monday morning he spent at 
Sir Geoffrey Palmer s, the Attorney-General’s, advising how 
best to get his bill — the necessary preliminary to the en- 
grossing of a formal patent — drawn quickly ; in the evening, 
the first meeting of the Board at the Navy Office over, he 
returned to the Temple on the same business. On Tuesday 
he recruited Montagu into this service, coaxing him to go to 
the Secretary of State and desire a speedy procurement of the 
necessary royal signature. The appheadon was successful and 
the next afternoon Pepys bore away the bill, duly signed, in 
triumph to the Privy Seal Office, mere to have it perfected. 
Thence on Thursday he took it to the House of Lords and 
sought out an old cavalier friend, Mr Kipps, whom he had 
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known in the days of his extreme poverty but who was now 
Seal Bearer to the Ix>rd Chancellor, “a strange pro\ndcnce”, 
Pepys reflected, “tliat he should now be in condition to do 
me a kindness, which I never thought liim capable of doing 
for me**. Kipps directed him to one Mr Beale in Chancery 
Lane, who would, so he said, engross his patent for him. But 
in the best traditions of Chancery, Mr Beale pleaded tliat he 
had no time. So poor Pepys was forced to run up and down 
Chancery’ Lane and the Six Clerks Office, where those who 
enrolled warrants, pardons and patents lived, looking for 
someone with leisure enough to do his business. But no one 
was able to undertake it, for that summer half the public 
offices in England were changing hands and all their new 
possessors taking out their patents. By this time Pepys was 
in despair, for he had discovered that Barlow had already 
been that day at the Chancellor’s Office, threatening to enter 
a caveat and put a stop to the whole business. Almost in a 
state of frenzy he hurried back to Kipps’ lodgings, only to 
find him out. At last, at eleven o’clock at night, he procured 
a musical acquaintance, Mr Spong, who was versed in such 
practice, to come round to Montagu’s lodgings and promise 
to write out the bill that night. The good-natured man was 
still at it in his nightgown when Pepys went round to call for 
it in the morning. All that Friday, though he ate but a little 
bread and cheese all day, the intensive attack on the en- 
trenched forces of officialdom continued : Mr Ki^ps at 
Worcester House secured the Chancellor’s ** Recepi and 
Pepys positively ran with it to Beale’s for a docket. The 
latter was very angry at such unusual haste and far from 
pleased to sec that the bill had been written by a hand other 
than his, but at last, with much importumty and the timely 
production of two gold pieces — ’“after which it was strange 
how civil and tractable he was” — he was prevailed upon to 
do his part of the business. Further comings and goings 
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brought Pepys back in the afternoon to Worcester House, 
where, by Kipps’ help and by dint of pressing through the 
crowd in Admiral Montagu’s name, he found himself in the 
Chancellor’s presence and, beyond all expectation, got his 
seal passed. He was Clerk of the Acts at lit. And far away 
the King’s ships strained at their moorings or swung with 
the tides. 


Then he went away and fetched Elizabeth to share it all. 
She sat in the hackney coach wliile he went into Mr Beale’s, 
paid his fee of ^^9 and then bore out his patent, illuminated 
and enscrolled, to show her. After that they drove together 
through the narrow dry streets to Seething Lane, and there 
Samuel showed his wife the house which was now to 
be theirs. It had formerly belonged to Commissioner 
Willoughby of the Commonwealth Navy Office and stood 
overlooking tlic garden and courtyards of the Office with 
half a dozen or so other offidal residences. It was all finer 
tlian anything they had ever dreamt of before, with eight or 
nine rooms and built of brick — as commodious, neat and up 
to date as any man could desire. And only that morning 
Pepvs had got his brethren of the Navy Board to agree to 
liis having a door made on to the leads, whereon he and 
Elizabeth might walk together on summer evenings. 

So tliat night Pepys went to bed with greater quiet of mind 
than he had felt for many a day. As for the ghost of his 
predecessor, he soon managed to lay that bugbear. For having 
placed himself in an almost impregnable position, he used 
it to safe^ard himself against any recurrence of danger. A 
few days later Mr Barlow called on him, an old consumptive 
man and fair-conditioned, and after some little talk Pepys 
agreed to allow him £100 a year out of his £350 salary, as 
and when it was paid. He could aftord now to be generous, 
and it was his nature to make ftiends. The arrangement 
suited them both, for Barlow could never really have hoped 
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to have obtained much from his old office: he himself had 
only held it for a very short time in the far days before the 
Civil Wars and since then had never had anything from it 
save a few months’ imprisonment by the Long Parhament 
for suspected mahgnancy. On die 23 rd the nvo signed a 
formal agreement, Barlow, who lived in the country, 
appointing Dr Petty as his attorney to receive die money for 
him when it fell due. Afterward they dined together at 
Pepys* house and were very pleasant with one another. 

No time was wasted by the Pepyses in moving into their 
new (juarters. On the day after her husband had received 
his patent, wliile he himself made a visit to Tower Hill to 
order in coals, Elizabeth packed up the household goods and 
on the next day her clothes. A heavy downpour delayed the 
trek for a further day, but on the 17th die great move was 
made, carts carrying the baggage through London, while 
the Pepyses, accompanied by Mrs Hunt to help them setde 
in, made die journey in a hackney coach. That night, 
infinitely pleased with it all, they slept in their new home. 
And on die very next day the carpenter completed the door 
on to the leads. No one could say that the new Clerk of the 
Acts allowed the grass to grow under liis feet. 

The rise in fortune brought with it new responsibilities. 
No longer was it possible for simple, harmless Jane Wayne- 
man to do the domestic work for the three of them, and an 
addition was made to the household in the shape of a boy, 
Will, who had come to die Pepyses a few wccks before to 
help them during Jane’s temporary illness and who was now 
retained permanendy. This young person may best be 
described as a caution. At first nis employer, who loved any- 
thing droll and original, found his vagaries amusing : when 
he returned late one night and discovered the boy, who was 
supposed to be guarding the house, fast asleep, he only 
laughed and had great sport in waking him. But afrer a 
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short time the novelty began to wear off, and certain of 
Will’s more objectionable characteristics manifested them- 
selves. Towards the end of August he was caught stealing 
money in the house, and, when Pepys cross-examined him, 
he lied outrageously. He was subsequently succeeded by 
Jane’s brotlier. Will Wayneman, a pretty, well-looked boy 
and one, his master thought, that would please liim well. 

Anodier Will came into the Pepyses’ house that July, This 
was young William Hewer, the scvcntecn-ycar-old nephew 
of Robert Blackbume, the former Secretary to the Ad- 
miralty. It was the beginning of a long and honourable 
association which only death was to close nearly half a 
century later. Hewer’s duties were sometliing berw'ccn those 
of a clerk and a personal attendant, and he was employed 
impartially at the office and about the house. At first he 
by no means always gave satisfaction : he was inclined to 
stay out late, occasionally got into bad company and was 
often very careless; on one occasion his master was partly 
consoled for the loss of a tankard by the knowledge that 
Will, whose failure to bolt the door had given the thieves 
their chance, had lost his own clock at the same rime. But 
the young fellow possessed also a very tender and loyal heart, 
a thing which no man living was more quick to appreciate 
than his master. 

The appointment to the Clerkship of the Acts was 
attended for Pepys by other benefits. Nothing could exceed 
Montagu’s kindness to him. The latter made him dine with 
him all alone and walked with him pubUcly in the garden at 
WhitehaD, showing Iiim all the respect that could be. On 
the day after Pepys moved into his new house there arrived 
for him from Hinchingbrookc half a buck: “it smelling a 
little strong”, the grateful recipient recorded, “my Lord did 
give it me though it was as good as any could be. 1 did 
carry it to my mother, where I had not been a great 
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wliilc, . . . because my father did lie upon me continually 
to do him a kindness at the Wardrobe, which I could not 
do because of my owm business being so fresh with my 
Lord.*’ 

Yet this benevolent nobleman — he took his place as Earl 
of Sandwich in the Lords that July — continued to heap 
favours on his young kinsman. He himself had been mven 
by a grateful sovereign as one of liis minor offices a Clerkship 
of the Privy Seal, Since he could scarcely condescend to 
carry out its duties in person, he passed it on, like the buck, 
to his late secretary to execute as his proxy. Pepys did not, 
as a matter of fact, expect to make much out of ^s appoint- 
ment and accepted it chiefly as a kind of insurance in case he 
should lose his other office and also to do a kindness to his 
friend Moore, whom he joined with him in the employment. 
But he was agreeably surprised. 

On July 31st Pepys went to the Privy Seal, where he found 
Crofts and Matthews, the two outgoing clerks, making up 
their books in order to leave the office to their successors 
for the month of August — the Clerks of the Pri^^ Seal taking 
their turns of service in rotation. Next day in his Lord s 
name Pepys entered upon liis month of office, obtaining 
temporary leave from the Navy Board to enable him to 
do so. He could scarcely have been more fortunate. For 
after all the grants of places, lands and pensions which had 
been made fom Whitehall that midsummer, the office of 
the Privy Seal — usually a quiet, uneventful place — was 
crowded from morning till night with suitors taking out 
seals for their patents and commissions. And every seal taken 
out meant a kc for the clerk who signed it. By the loth of 
the month Pepys was reckoning that his new employment 
was bringing him in about ^3 * ® blessed piece of 

fortune he accounted it, even though the constant att^- 
dance, combined with his work at the Navy Office, kept him. 

s.P. — B 
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SO busy that he had no time to write to any of his friends or 
relations — not even to his Uncle Robert, from whom he had 
expectations. The good work continued right up to the 
mondi’s end, when he handed over the books to the in- 
coming clerks. When a day or two later he cast up the profits, 
he found that his Lord’s share came to /^400 and liis own to 
^{^132, of which he gave ^ 2 $ to Mr Moore for his pains. For 
the second time that year Pepys had doubled bis capital in a 
single month. 

All this access of good fortune naturally turned his head a 
little. On Saturday, August 4th, rejoicing in God’s blessing 
in bringing such a host of fec-paying applicants to the office 
and a httle impatient at the reappearance of his wife’s old 
pains, he bespoke some linen from Betty Lane of West- 
minster Hall and afterwards took her to tlie “Trumpet” 
nearby for a little innocent toying. A week later — this time 
it was on a Sunday — he went somewhat further and, after 
treating this buxom and free-hearted young woman to a 
bottle of wine, he inveigled her into his empty house at Axe 
Yard and there, as he put it, was exceedingly free in dallying 
with her and she not unfree to take it. It was an interesting 
example of the advantage of having two houses, especially 
on a Sunday afternoon. 

But this was scarcely the kind of luxury which a discreet 
and risii^ young state official, with his fortune still to make, 
could afford. Early in August Pepys cast up the amount 
he had laid out on his Axe Yard home, frndmg it to come 
to about ;{^20, for many people were now oSering to take 
it off* his hands — among them no less a person than John 
Claypole, the late Lord Protector’s son-in-law, so strange 
were the revolutions of fortime. On the last day of the month 
he agreed to sell the lease to one Dalton, one of the King’s 
wine-scUers, for But before he finally sealed and signed 
the deed of sale in the presence of landlord Vanly and was so 
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free for ever of his “poor little house”, it was to witness one 
last scene in the vivid and crowded life of Samuel Pepys. 

Since their kindness to him before he sailed he had not 
forgotten his Axe Yard neighbours, the Crisps. Old Mrs 
Crisp had been to Seething Lane to advise die Pepyses about 
the mniishing — they were not quite sure of themselves yet — 
and Samuel had done his best to help young Laud Crisp and 
had got him a post as page to Lord Sandwich. Early in 
September the latter was ordered to sea to fetch over from 
Holland the Princess Royal, who was about to pay a visit to 
her brother. Before die Fleet sailed Mrs Crisp gave a farewell 
supper for Laud: Pepys was there, and so also was Laud’s 
aunt, the fair Diana.* As is the way at such parties, a good 
deal of wine was drunk, and after a time Diana began to be 
wonderfully loving and kind towards liim — so much so that 
he began to suspect that she was not so good as she should be. 
Much as his puritan soul might deplore such conduct in a 
nicely nurtured girl, Pepys was not the one to waste an 
opportunity. Two days later, while visiting liis old house, he 
saw the young lady passing down Axe Lane and beckoned 
her in. They went upstairs and there he found, in Latin, 
that “nulla puella negat”. Taking the long view, it was an 
unfortunate discovery. And for one moment it almost 
looked as though its more immediate consequences were 

* The compiler of the Index to Wheatley’s edition of the Diary makes 
two separate persons of Mrs Crisp’s daughter and Mistress Duna, omit- 
ting also one reference to the latter (perhaps because she is called Dinah), 
fhat of Sept. x6th, x66o. A careful examination of the relevant entries 
(March x8th. 22nd; Aug. 20th; Sept. 2nd, 4th, 16th, 22nd, 23rd, x66o) 
Iiat convinced me that Miss Crisp and the £raJ Diana are one and the 
same person ; the places in which they arc both to be met— always in or 
about Axe Yard — the quick sequel to Miss Crisp’s over-loving behaviour 
on Sept. 2nd, in Diana’s lapse on the 4th, above all the 6ct diat Miss Crisp 
drank at Harper’s, the very place to which Pepys repaired to seek Diana, 
all lead to the same regrettable conclusion. 
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to prove unhappy. For a fortnight later, meeting him in the 
street. Mistress Diana told him that she wanted to speak with 
him so significantly that he was afraid that it must be about 
something of which he did not wish to hear. However, 
his fears proved groundless. 

Of all this, of course, Ehzabeth knew not one word. She 
knew sometimes that her husband was angry with her, as 
when he found her clothes thrown carelessly about her 
room ; she knew also that sometimes he was unexpectedly 
kind. Thus on September 5th — it was the day iter the 
episode with Diana — she was a Uttle impatient about some- 
thing, whereupon Samuel without a murmur went along 
with her and bought her a pearl necklace for los. — 

“which I am willing to comply with her in**, he explained 
to his Diary, “for her encouragement and because I have 
lately got money**. For the rest she obediently tried to master 
the lessons he gave her in singing — in his more optimistic 
moods he found her apt in her scales beyond imagination — 
and lavished all her starved affection on the puppies with 
which her black bitch presented her. 

His official work for the Navy as yet scarcely troubled 
Pepys. For a little while he was still the official channel 
through which Sandwich corresponded with his ships at sea. 
From the latter source came as well as letters occasional 
presents — “a brave Turky carpet**, ajar of olives, a pair of 
turtle doves for his wife from the penitent Burr brought by 
his former boy Eli, who was ready to cry when he learnt tliat 
there was no chance of being taken into his employment 
again ; indeed, Pepys was forced to comfort him with half a 
crown. As for me Clerkship of the Acts, it was really 
surprising, considering its salary and importance, how little 
trouble it entailed. There were Board meetings, generally 
twice a week, and a moderate degree of correspondence to 
transact in conveying the instructions of that body to its 
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subordinate officers, such as Clerks of the Cheque, Dock- 
yard Officials, Ships* Pursers. There was also a good deal of 
calculating the past debts of the Navy for presentation to 
Parliament — accounting work of a kind for which Pepys’ 
previous experience well fitted him. Penn, in his June 
memorandum to the King, had defined the duties of the 
Clerk of the Acts — “Clerk of the Records", he called him — 
as being that of preparing business for tlie Board to sign 
and recording its proceedings. For the time being Pepys was 
content to leave it at that. He was more interested in the 
honour and profit of his place than in die work it brought 
him. When Mr Mann offered him ^(^looo for his post, it 
made his mouth water, and he only refused it in deference 
to the objections of Lord Sandwich, who told him it was 
not the salary that made a man rich, but the opportunities 
of getting money while he was in place. When at St Olave s 
Church, on the other side of Seething Lane, the church- 
wardens placed him and Sir ^^illiani Penn in the highest 
pew of afi, and when a special gallery began to rise at the 
south wall of the said church for the special and sole use of 
himself and his fellow officers, he could only offer up a 
heartfelt prayer of praise to the Almighty that all diings 
should continue so well for him: “I pray God* , he added, 
“fit me for a change of my fortune*’. 



chapter VII 

The Happy Placeman 


At night to Sir W. Batten's and there very merry with a good barrel of 
oysters, and this is the present life I lead.” Diary. April 5th, 1661. 


On the evening of Saturday, September 8tli, after a quiet 
day spent at home, Pepys was sent for by his colleague Sir 
William Penn to drink a glass of wine with him at his 
lodgings next door. A father, with a daughter and two sons 
— one of whom in course of time became one of the most 
famous figures on two continents— he was a comely, fair- 
haired, round-faced man with a youthful expression and a 
msarming manner. Pepys, after an hour or two of talk, set 
him down as both sociable and able, and very c unnin g, He 
soon saw more of him ; sat by his side at the Office and in 
church and walked with Iiim along the river bank when 
naval occasions took them to visit the dockyards at Deptford 
or Woolwich— ‘a merry fellow”, he found him, and 
pretty good natured and sings very bawdy songs”. 

Somewhat of a contrast was his neighbour and colleague 
Sir William Batten, the Surveyor. A much older man, he 
had fo^erly taught Penn his business. Squat and tub- 
shaped,* he was not a pleasant character, though he could be 
merry enough when he chose and was a great man at 

* For a dcsOTprion of Batten’s appearance wc arc indebted to Charles II. 

pretty things swore merrily 
^ he beheved the ketch that Sir W. Batten bought the last year at 

^Ichestcr was of his own getting, it was so thick to its length”. Dwry. 
ApnJ 2lst, 1666. ° ^ 
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taverns; “a Presbyterian rogue”. Prince Rupert had called 
him a dozen years before. His favourite resort was the 
“Dolphin” in Seething Lane, where the officials of the Navy 
Board and the rich city merchants with whom they con- 
tracted were wont to meet and where he could be found any 
evening quaffing great quantities of sack and telling merry 
stories. 

Both tliesc gentlemen were very much wealthier tlian 
Pepys — Pemi had an estate in Ireland and Batten a sub- 
stantial country house at Waltliamstow — both had been 
knighted and both were admirals. He could tlicreforc 
account himself very happy in finding himself, as he did, so 
much in their society. His fortune in this respect was partly 
due to the fact that alone of his colleagues they were liis 
neighbours at the Office: Carteret and Berkeley were 
courtiers and personal friends of the King, living in the 
great world of Whitehall, Pett resided at Chatham, and 
Colonel Slingsby, the newly appointed Comptroller, had 
a fine house of his own in Lime Street and had therefore no 
need of official lodgings. Yet tlicrc was no real reason why 
the two knights — the 'Sir WiUiams both”, as Pepys called 
them — should have given him so much of tlieir company, 
for they could easily, had they chosen, have kept themselves 
aloof and left the young man and his wife to fmd tlicir own 
level with the subordinate society of the Office — the Turners 
and Davises to whose social sphere they seemed naturally 
to belong. But there was something irresistibly delightful 
about Pepys* company; he was so good-natured, so alive 
and so universally interested in everytliing and everybody 
about him. It was this intense relish for pleasure of all sorts 
that made him so entrancing a companion : unconsciously 
he communicated his enjoyment of his surroundings to 
others. Therefore he was much sought after, and when the 
two Sir Williams and their fine friends sat down to wine 
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they liked to have him with them. “I see”, he wrote on 
September nth, “we are like to have a very good corre- 
spondence and neighbourhood, but chargeable.” 

Into such company Pepys entered willingly enough — 
sometimes too willingly. For all his puritan upbringing he 
had never been averse to good fellowship : in the old days 
of poverty he and his brother clerks had caroused as far as 
their slender purses would let them, and now there was no 
financial consideration to stop his drinking deep. But he soon 
found that it did not agree with him : thus an evening over 
the walnuts and wine ended ignominiously next morning in 
Lord Sandwich’s house of office, where he vomited up his 
breakfast of pickled herrings. So sometimes on a Sunday 
he woke with his head aching and his body not well “by last 
night’s drinking which is my great folly”; nor were the ill 
consequences always confmed to himself, for on such occa- 
sions he would find fault with Elizabeth, grumble at his food 
or go to bed in a pet because Jane was out late. Even the 
latter was apt to suffer from his excesses : after a Christmas- 
tide party at Sir Wilham Batten’s, where everybody ate and 
drank too much, Pepys woke in the middle of the night and 
was ill, so that, as he wrote, “I was forced to call the maid, 
who pleased my wife and I in her running up and down so 
innocently in her smock, and vomited in the basin, and so 
to sleep”. 

But if good fellowship had its disadvantages, it also had its 
charms. It was a great thing to return home through the 
moonht streets from a dinner-party at which were a lord and 
many fine gentlemen, piloting home a drunken a dmi r al, and 
he in so merry and kind a mood that he could scarcely go; 
to walk with the same noble personage in the day-time 
through Moorfields in brave talk together watching the 
young clerks from the Office at their sport ; to play games in 
merry company at the “Dolphin”, taking forfeits of the 
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ladies by kissing them — “among others a pretty lady, who 
I found afterwards to be wife to Sir William Batten’s son”. 
Into these delights even Mrs Pepys was sometimes admitted ; 
she accompanied her husband to supper at Lady Batten’s, 
and four months after her first arrival at Seething Lane was 
called on by tliat personage, a circumstance which pleased 
Samuel exceedingly. Occasionally there were expeditions to 
Batten’s country house at Walthamstow, where he lived like 
a prince and treated his guests to such dchghtful sights as his 
closet of rarities or a hog fattening. Afterwards one would 
ride home witli Sir Wilham Penn, stopping to drink at Bow 
or watching him knock down two insolent country fellows 
who dehberately got in liis way — a httlc undignified Pepys 
thought it. And once in Penn’s two-horse chariot he took 
part in a race against Batten’s coacli-and-four, a thrilling 
adventure even though it ended in the muddying of his new’ 
velvet coat. 

All tliis, of course, cost money. When Batten gave a party 
to celebrate die wedding of two of his servants, Pepys had 
to be there to share the merriment and make the customary 
offering — “and I did give lo shillings and no more, diough 
I believe most of die rest did give more and did believe tliat 
I did so too’*. And when Valentine’s Day came round he 
must needs rise early and knock at Batten’s door till the 
negro boy Mingo opened it and then step upstairs to make 
Miss Martha liis vientinc: out of complacency only, he 
added, for die lady was past her prime. And when he re- 
turned home he found that old Batten himself had done the 
same for Ehzabeth (who cannot have seemed unattractive 
to a middle-aged admiral), and for the rest of the dav they 
were all very merry togetlier. Yet though it was pleasant 
enough when Sir ^Vdliam sent Mrs Pepys half a dozen pairs 
of gloves and a pair of silk stockings and garters for her 
Valentine, it was decidedly galling to have to lay out forty 
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shillings at the Exchange on the unprepossessing Martha. 
Sdll, in such fine company — so long as he esteemed it such — 
Pepys was ready to do anytlmg, even to dance, which he 
had never done before, dropping his fiddle and joining in the 
revelry, wliile black Mingo in the rhythmic steps of the 
Congo capered before them. 

The dignity of his new position and the miracle of it all 
were constandy in Samuel’s consciousness that winter. He 
was careful to pick his company, to avoid being seen too 
much with the puritan Commissioner Pett. who he thought 
was going down the wind”, and to keep the servants of 
himself and liis colleagues as far behind his own pew in the 
Navy Office’s new gallery in church as he could. It was 
wonderful for such a one as he to be sworn a Justice of the 
Peace for Middlesex, Essex, Kent and Southampton (the 
counties ^in which the naval dockyards were situated), 

though , he admitted. “I am wholly ignorant in die duties 
ofajusrice of the Peace”, or to be asked by an admiring don 
to set one’s name to a certificate bearing the signature of a 
great many honourable persons. It was better still to sit as 
one of die Principal Officers in conference with the King’s 
Council of Trade in the Mercers’ Hall, where a dozen years 
before he had stood a petitioner for his Paul’s School 
Exhibition, to see Mr Jessop, whom formerly he could 
scarcely have looked upon, stand in his presence, to be driven 
in state to dine at the Tower where a Duchess was among the 
company and many liigh cavaliers. ” Never till now , he 
wrote after a visit to Deptford dockyard, “did I sec the great 
authority of my place. ^ the captains of the fleet comming 
cap in hand to us.” 

The duties which he was called upon to perform in return 
were not onerous. It was sufficient if he observed the bare 
letter of his instructions and registered (no “mean clerk” 
now. but a clerk in his glory) the actions and decisions of 
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his colleagues, of whose honourable Board, he was quick co 
remember, he was not a servant but a member. For the 
present these actions were chiefly confined to reducing 
the size and expense of the Fleet as quickly as possible, for 
the long era of naval war with Holland and Spain was over 
and England was entering upon one of her periodic phases of 
disarmament. The only difBculty was to find enough money 
to meet the arrears of die Commonwealth Navy, for neither 
Parliament nor the nation, after a generation of high taxa- 
tion, was in a particularly giving mood. 

As a result Pepys* early employment at the Navy Board 
was chiefly concerned with the paying-off" of ships and the 
sale of surplus vessels and stores. He sat with the other 
Principal Officers while they decided what vessels should 
be demobilised first and attended the Committee of Parlia- 
ment wliich had been set up to supervise the business, sufifer- 
ing to the full the annoyance which all administrators feel at 
the imreasonabledelaysand interferences and the uimeccssary 
interrogations of such bodies: “Colonel Birch was very 
impertinent and troublesome’*, he wrote of one of its mem- 
bers. A little later he was employed in occasional expeditions 
in the Office barge to Deptford to help his colleagues at the 
pay, afterwards observing the merry antics of the seamen as 
they made their way Londonwards to spend their money. 
It was not a particularly inspiring occupation, and, as cash 
ran short, it tended to become a highly unpopular one. At 
the end of November someone proposed that the growing 
debt of the kingdom should be checked by paying off" all the 
seamen simultaneously by tickets (payable at a future date) 
and allowing them 8 per cent interest until their tickets were 
cashed. Such a proposal commended itself neither to the 
Officers of the Navy Board nor to the unfortunate sailors. 
In the end, so impopular did the whole business become, the 
Principal Officers washed their hands of it, allowing the 
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Parliamentary Commissioners to proceed on their own, and 
confined themselves to an occasional protest at the high- 
handed manner in which the latter end^voured to borrow 
their clerks. As for the seamen, they were so incensed that 
the pohdcians had to carry out their work at the Guildhall, 
where the dvic authorities could protect them. 

For the rest there was a moderate amount of routine: 
making provision for victualling ships, setting out the winter 
guard or the several squadrons which bore visiting members 
of the royal family to and from England, and the usual corre- 
spondence with the subordinate Clerks of the Cheque, 
Storekeepers, Master Attendants and Shipwrights at the 
Dockyards. Occasionally something more eventful would 
ruffle the pladd waters of naval decay: thus on the morning 
of December 9th, after a night of terrific wind, news was 
brought to the Navy Office of the loss of the Assurance while 
she lay moored at Woolwich ready to sail for Guinea. The 
two Sir Williams hurried at once to the scene of the disaster, 
but Pepys was detained by more clerkly duties in London. 
However, next evening he found that his wife and Lady 
Batten had made a bargain to go to Woolwich to see the 
sunk vessel, and so on the following morning he rose early 
and went with them down the river in the Office barge, 
Lady Batten being very fearful all the way because of the 
wind. Here he saw the Assurance — **poor ship that 1 have 
been twice merry in in Captain Holland’s time” — flying 
under the water with only her upper deck and masts visible. 
Later in the afternoon, w^e his colleagues were considering 
how to raise her, he performed his first duty as a magistrate, 
e x a mining a sea man and finding— and perhaps this was a 
little disappointing — no reason to commie. 

Early in the new year of 1661 there oexurred an ineident 
of a more stining kind. On January 8th, Pepys in his 
comings and goings heard talk of a band of frnatks 
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encrencbcd at Bamet, but did not believe it. Next morning 
he was waked at six by people running up and down in Mr 
Davis* house next door, crying that they were in die City. 
“And so**, he relates, “I rose and went forth, where in the 
street I found everybody in arms at the doors. So I returned 
(though with no good courage at all, but that I might not 
seem to be a&aid) and got my sword and pistol, wliich, 
however, I had no powder to charge ; and went to the door, 
where I found Sir R. Ford and with him I walked up and 
down as far as the Exchange.” Everywhere the shops were 
shut and the streets full of Trained Bands, such was the 
terror that the veriest ghost of the old Roundhead army 
could inspire. 

The rising — it was Venner’s — thorouglily alarmed the 
government. One of its fears was that the malcontents, of 
whom it was reckoned there were many thousands near 
London, would seize the naval dockyards and arsenals. The 
Principal Officers were therefore ordered to set guards in 
all the Yards, and even the Clerk of the Acts was recruited 
for this warlike service, accompanying the Comptroller, 
Colonel Slingsby, to Deptford, on which journey they 
shared the society of a certain Major Waters, a friend of the 
Colonel and in Pepys* view “a deaf and most amorous 
melancholy gentleman, who is under a despayr in love, 
which makes him bad company, though a most good- 
natured man**. From this rather depressing start the expedi- 
tion quickly recovered, for once at Deptford the manner of 
their treatment by the dockyard officials was impressive 
in the extreme; Pepys was taken home and lodged that 
night by Mr Davis, the storekeeper, most princelike, and 
with so much respect and honour that he was at a loss how 
to behave himself. Next day being Simday, he rested frorn 
the labour of choosing captains or the Guard and spent his 
time, suitably and in some state, attending divine service— 
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the morning at Deptford, where he had the ill fortune to 
hear a cold sermon by a young man who had never preached 
before, and in the afternoon at Greenwich, where the going 
was better in a good sermon, a fine church and a company 
of handsome women. Then at night his martial achieve- 
ments began anew, for no sooner was he in bed than tlic 
alarm sounded, and there in the dark yard below he and the 
Comptroller distributed handspikes to the seamen, who 
were as fierce as could be. However, no enemy appeared, 
and after a while England*s defenders retired to bed. Pepys 
spent the following two days more peaceably, and perhaps 
more usefully, in prying about the yards at Deptford and 
Woolwich looking at rope, tar and otlier mysterious sub- 
stances of which he knew next to nothing ; what particularly 
struck liim was the neatness of the houses possessed by the 

dockyard officials. The reason of this was later to become 
plain. 

None of this work was very serious ; Pepys was still no 
more than a fortunate clerk who had found a good place : 
for all he cared, he might equally well have been in die 
Excise or any other department of state, so long as the salary, 
perquisites and attaching rank were equally advantageous. 
Yet he made certain modest attempts to make himself 
master of his job, such as he as yet conceived it to be. In 
the September after his appointment he wrote to Mr Barlow 
to enquire the nature of his former duties and received in 
return a courteous but not very helpful letter. His own pre- 
decewor, Barlow explained, had been old and infirm, had 
also held another post in the roval stables and lived out of 
tow, and for these reasons had come very seldom to the 
office. As for his own brief tenure of the post, he had a vague 
recollection that letters from the Lord Admiral and warrants 
for conferring places were brought (in the intervals between 
mectmgs) to the Clerk of the Acts, who forthwith gave 
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notice to his fellow Officers (“if they were in town”) and 
presented them to the Board at their next meeting. After- 
wards the Clerk was expected to draft suitable replies, 
pursuant to the Board’s decision. Agreements for provisions 
or for hiring ships were drawn by him, and Petty Purvey- 
ance, Barlow added, also belonged to the Clerk of the Acts. 
Thereafter the letter tailed away. 

Yet Pepys was not quite content to be a clerk. He made 
his old friend of tlie Naseby, Lieutenant Lambert, explain the 
names and functions of the various parts of die sliip from a 
model of Lord Sandwich’s in his keeping and got his clerk 
Haytcr to teach him a few sea terms. In the latter’s company 
he looked over some old instructions concerning naval 
administradon drawn up by Lord Northumberland in the 
days before the Civil War and, so primed, had Iris first 
dispute with liis colleagues as to the prerogatives of his 
office, Iiaving a particularly heated argument with Mr 
Turner regarding liis right to purvey petty provisions; 
characteristically it ended, after Pepys haa carried his point 
that he should sign all bills for such, in his allowing Turner 
to continue to purvey them, since he would not have die 
poor man lose 1^ place. And he was very angry when any 
affront was put upon the cause he served, particularly at “a 
most tedious, unreasonable and impertinent” sermon by an 
Irish doctor on the text, “Scatter them, O Lord, diat 
delight in war”, which was scarcely calculated to please the 
occupants of the Navy Office pew. 

But when Pepys tried to apply all that wonderful energy 
which was his to his work, made a vow to rise by candle- 
light each morning and busied himself on a project for 
stopping the growing charge of the Fleet, he received no 
encouragement from his colleagues. When he bore the 
project to Sir William Batten’s house, he found that gentle- 
man and his colleague Penn drinking and playing at cards. 
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and there was nothing left for him to do but to stand by 
watching or to join in. After all, who was he to force un- 
welcome views or work on his seniors? His business was to 
hold the office so miraculously given him and remain on 
friendly terms with his colleagues. Not that this was always 
easy, for he soon perceived that they did not at all care for 
each other ; none the less, he resolved to keep in with them 
all as much as he could. 

With one of them, at least, he found no difficulty in being 
friends. Tliis was the Comptroller, Robert Slingsby, a man 
of a singularly noble character. He came of an old naval 
family: his father, Sir Gylford Slingsby, had been Comp- 
troller in the time of James I, and he himself had been bred 
to the sea. When the Civil War broke out he gave all he 
had unreservedly to the King whose bread he had eaten. 
For this loyalty he had suffered wounds, imprisonment and 
loss of fortune. Now, at the age of fifty-one, after twenty 
years of proscription, he had been appointed to the post 
which his father had held before him. 

Slingsby took a fancy to Pepys. He invited him to his 
house in Lime Street, and over a mendly glass of wine at the 
“Mitre”, falling into a discourse of poetry, repeated some 
of his verses to him, which Pepys thought were very good. 
And alone of his colleagues, Slingsby took some pains to 
interest him in his new profession. He told him what had 
been the practice of the Clerk of the Acts in former days, 
mentioning that one of them had been knighted — “of which 
to myself I was not a little proud” — and read over to him 
his proposals to the Duke of York for regulating the Navy. 
For these reasons and because he was of a finer social texture 
than any of his fellow workers (for Carteret and Berkeley 
seldom visited the Office), Pepys paid him a respect which 
he never gave to Batten or Penn, The latter might be his 
intimates, but they never commanded his heart. 
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But save from this one fine gentleman, Pepys received 
no encouragement to be officious in his business. He there- 
fore devoted his surplus energies to other tilings. Chief of 
these was his house. When the wise men of former days had 
prudently considered the advantages which would accrue 
to the Navy if each of its Principal Officers was afforded a 
commodious habitation near the place of his work, they 
could scarcely have contemplated Mr Pepys’ cntliusiasm for 
improving that habitation. For though, in his case, their 
provision was in the long run repaid a hundredfold, at first 
it afforded him such absorbing occupation that it became 
not a background for his official labours but a successful 
rival to them. 

So soon as he was settled into the house, almost before 
Elizabeth had tried her new range and replaced an iron that 
fell out of the back of it, Samuel was considering ways to 
beautify and improve it. By the beginning of September, 
1660, he had the Office joiners at work reflooring his 
dining-room. Before the end of the month tlicir labours had 
been reinforced by those of a company of plasterers, whose 
devastations were so wholesale that poor Mrs Pepys was 
forced to remove her bed downstairs : the house, as her 
husband put it, was in a most sad pickle. None the less, when 
they had done, the kitchen was so handsome that its owner, 
employing the phraseology of Mr Vahant-for-Truth, did not 
repent him of the trouble that he had been at to have it done. 
Then came the painters, who continued the reign of chaos, 
till they also had finished their dirty work and the house 

once again began to be clean. 

Though to Elizabeth all these operations must have been 
highly disturbing, Pepys thoroughly enjoyed them. He 
would sometimes take whole days away from the Office, 
while he stood watching his workmen or hurrying from 
room to room to supervise now this, now that. Sometimes, 
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of course, he had his anxieties ; the slowness of the artisans 
and their objection to co-operating with outside craftsmen 
who were not of tlieir guild — for the characteristics of tlie 
English labouring class have remained a constant factor. 
But in other respects the idiosyncrasies of his humble 
co^trymen w'ere a great source of enjoyment to him ; and 
when they had done a good day’s work he would sit among 
mem and give them drink, delighting in their whimsical 
humorous conversation, it being my luck to meet with a 
sort of drolling workmen on all occasions”. 

While the decorations were proceeding within, Pepys 
maintained a vigorous war against his neighbours who were 
^eatening from without the amenities of his beloved 
home. Down below were the cellars, a corridor of these 
running under the houses and providing not only storage 
for coal and wine but the sanitary conveniences of US 
<^mg down into tlicse one Oaober morning to supervise 
the making of a window, he stepped, as he indignantly 
related to liis Diary that night, “into a great heap of . . . 
by which I find that Mrs Turner^s house of office is full and 
comes into my ceUar, which do trouble me, but I shaU have 
It helped . Battle was at once joined with his careless 
neighbour, and after some days of hvely recrimination the 
adjoinmg vault was emptied. A month later, a new threat 
^ose from the other side of the house, Pepys observing as 
he came do\^stairs a great deal of foul water coming into 

^ j partition between his domain 

and Mr Davis . Without a moment’s hesitation he stepped 
across to his neighbour’s to register his protest. The fine 
ccasel^s war for the unknown god of sanitation was even 
waged against Elizabeth’s dog, Samuel insisting that the 
creature (whose habits were no better than those of the 

“11 Vf henceforward in the 

ccUar. The dispute that foUowed was only assuaged by 
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Pepys being visited in the night by a dream that his wife 
had died, after which he could scarcely sleep for anxiety. 
As a matter of fact, his x^uarrcls with Hhzabeth generally 
ended so ; and when he started the day by scolding her for 
putting away half a crown of his in a paper box and then 
forgetting where she had laid it, he added — "But we were 
friends again as we are always". 

A more serious threat to tnc household amenities came at 
the end of October, when Pepys, coming home in the even- 
ing from the Lord Mayor’s Show, found that Mrs Davis had 
locked up the door which led on to the leads so tliat he could 
no longer use it : apparently his perambulations on the roof 
had disturbed that lady’s privacy. So troubled was he by tliis 
news that he lay awake all night brooding on it ; next day he 
hurried to his friend, the Comptroller, to appeal for his liclp. 
But for all his entreaties, the Navy Officers at their meeting 
wisely declined to meddle in anything that might anger 
Mrs Davis, and the month ended mournfully for poor Pepys, 
"very heavy for the loss of my leads". Happily, before the 
summer came round again his difficult neighbour had de- 
parted and he was able once more to enjoy his favourite 
walk. 

If Pepys wished to make his house neat and proper, he 
wanted also to fill it with fine tilings. When, tliercfore, his 
predecessor, Commissioner Willoughby, removed his furni- 
ture, he set to work to replace it by goods of his own. He 
bought green serge hangings and hung them on the walls 
when the painters had finished, a great bed for his wife’s 
chamber, and gilded leather to upholster his dining-room 
chairs. And when his father came to visit him, he was over- 
joyed to see how proud the old man was at his neat house 
and fine possessions. 

These layings out, of course, cost money — far more than 
the p^4i which Pepys had realised from the sale of his Axe 
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Yard house and which he had intended to appropriate for 
this purpose. Before September was out he was having to 
break open one of his two bags of £,100^ his total worldly 
wealth, and by the end of the next month his cash capiti 
had fallen to £iSO. But, he added, “I have, I bless God, 
a great deal of good household stuff*’. None the less, he 
grew much alarmed at the rate of his expenditure and sought 
eagerly for ways to increase his income. 

Fortune was on his side. On October 19th he sat up late 
at his accounts and found that Lord Sandwich was ^(^80 in 
his debt, “which is a good sight and I bless God for it”. 
Odicr blessings followed. November was a month of wind- 
falls. In two successive days he received £2^ 14^. gd, from 
Major Hart for the pay which he drew — for no particular 
military services, it appears — as a trooper in Montagu’s 
regiment (now disbanded), £11 55. from Creed as the 
balance of his sea accounts, and £^7 los. for his first quarter’s 
salary. Of this he at once paid over £2$ to Dr Petty for 
Barlow, but partly recouped himself by retaining a further 
£7 los. received for his clerk Will Hewer. “With this”, 
Pepys very naturally observed, “my heart was much rejoiced 
and do bless Almighty God that he is pleased to send me so 
sudden and unexpected a payment of my salary so soon 
after my great disbursements/’ 

Thus providentially assisted, he was able to continue his 
layings out on his house. During December he had his 
parlour painted and gilded — a great improvement it was, 
and once more he did not repent of the trouble that he had 
been at, though he had somewhat of a race to get the work 
finished and the painters out of the house before Christmas. 
Then to keep down the mice he brought home a cat which 
Sarah had kept for him at Lord Sandwich’s lodgings, and, 
to increase the dimuty of his establishment, graciously i 
vited his sister Pall, a troublesome, ill-natured girl who ■w 


m- 


was 
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none too welcome at home, to enter it as a domestic com- 
panion, being careful to insist on her arrival that she should 
not sit down at table with Elizabeth and himself lest she 
should expect it hereafter. The house was now ready for the 
entertainment of visitors. On January 24th there dined \shth 
him the Battens, Sir William Penn, Captain Cuttance and 
Stephen Fox. It was a very grand affair and cost above 
and was only a little spoilt by the fact that the cliinuiey 
smoked. 

Altogether Pepys had attained a grandeur of social status 
which would have seemed quite inconceivable a year before. 
Even chose who best remembered liim as he was (save die 
Joyce brothers, who were always jealous) acclaimed his 
advancement. Lord and Lady Sandwich were particularly 
gracious, the former not only caking every opportunity of 
showing his former servant how much he honoured him, 
but even excciiding his condescension to Elizabeth, whom he 
now noticed for the first time as Pepys* wife and invited to 
dinner. As for his kind lady’s conduct, nodiing could have 
been more fnendly — carefully enquiring of Samuel how he 
behaved towards Elizabedi’s parents and treating her with 
every conceivable respect. 

For a rising man in Pepys’ position, the coining Corona- 
tion could scarcely fail to be an absorbing event, and as the 
early weeks of i66i went by the thought of it began to loom 
large in his life. One drawback about its approacliing glories 
was the expense; and though in February ms capital reached 
the sum of ;{^350, he was sorely put to it to know where to 
turn for ready cash. To add to nis problem. Lord Sandwich, 
on a far grander scale, of course, was in the same plight and 
asked Samuel to act as his confidential agent in raising j^^iooo. 
This the latter did by persuading a wealthy puritan cousin, 
Thomas Pepys of Hatcham, near Deptford, to advanc^ 
;^iooo. But the cautious lender insisted on SamueF and his 
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Uncle Robert standing security for the debt — an uncomfort- 
able background to life for many a year to come — and, 
though the Earl of Sandwich was now assured of the where- 
withal to buy his coronation clothes, his former secretary 
was still without his. 


Heaven was again on Pepys’ side. On March 28th the 
gentle dew fell, the Treasurer of the Navy paying him 
cash on a Bill of Exchange obtained from Creed in final 
settlement of liis sea accounts. Moreover, he had the good 
fortune, rare in a Restoration official, to receive his quarter's 
salary regularly, and this more than covered his normal out- 
goinp, even after paying the £\oq a year due to Barlow. 
The fatter, after refusing an offer from Pepys of a capital sum 
for liis annuity, on the ground that it would not be worth 
while to buy it from one so old and infirm, paid a handsome 
tribute to the punctual way in which he honoured his obhga- 
dons, being, he wrote, “very sensible both of your fair and 
cheerful dealing . Such honest and businesslike conduct 
struck an aged seventeenth-century pubUc servant as being 
most unusual. Yet it paid. By the end of May, Pepys 
reckoned himself worth ^500. 

Before that date the Coronadon had taken place. In a 
delirium of excitement, Pepys witnessed and recorded it. 
On the ^y before, when the King, according to custom, 
was to ride from the Tower to Whitehall, he accompanied 
the Battens and Penns (sending Elizabeth with the Turners 
to a slightly humbler station in Fleet Street) to Mr Young's 
the flagmaker s in ComhiU, where they were accorded a 
good room all to themselves, a sufficiency of wine and cakes 
and a ^e wew of the show. Outside the streets were 
pavcUed and ffie houses hung with carpets, while every 
balcony was full of ladies, of one of whom, just across the 
way, Pepys took a great deal of notice, whi^ caused much 
i^ort to his colleagues. His susceptibility was already 
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recognised. As for the procession itself, it was so glorious and 
dazzling that he had to avert his eyes. Yet he saw the King 
and the Duke smiling up at the window as they passed : a 
very noble thing it was of them. 

Next day was an even better one for this great sight-seer. 
He had gone overnight to Lord Sandwich’s lodgings at 
Whitehall to share a bed with Shepley, and was up by four. 
By closely following Sir Jolin Denham, the Surveyor- 
General, he managed to sneak into the Abbey itself. Here, 
with much ado — one can picture the eager little man coaxing 
and bluffing his way forward — he chmbed up into a great 
stand along the north end and there, with the greatest 
pleasure in the world, sat for seven hours watching the busy 
sight before him — the raised throne, the fiddlers in red vests, 
the Bishems in cloth of gold, the massed nobiUty in their 
robes — all of which certainly was a most magnificent 
spectacle. Finally diere came the King himself, and close 
behind him Lord Sandwich bearing the Sceptre. But when 
sermon and service were done and the great ones passed to 
the High Altar for the final ceremonies of the coronation, it 
was a grief to Pepys that from where he sat he could not sec 
them. Nor did he hear much of the music, owing to die 
ceaseless clamour of those about him, nor even come by one 
of the silver medals which were Bung among the congre- 
gadon. Then, nature after that seven hours* vigil compelling 
him, he went out before the King and made his way through 
the vast crowd waiting outside to Westminster Hall. The 
lawyers and gossips who usually thronged it were gone and 
in their place were many brave ladies, ranged in sc^olds, in 
one of which he sightea his wife sitting widi a pretty friend 
of the Bowyers. Here he saw the King and his nobles sit 
down to eat and, when they had done and armoured 
Dymock, the King’s Champion, had ridden in on his horse 
and flung down his gaundet, he managed with Will Howe’s 
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help to beg four rabbits and a pullet from one of the tables. 
After that he climbed up the scaffold and got a kiss from the 
pretty lady beside his wife. And when it was all over, with 
the sound of shouting, the trumpets and the violins still 
ringing in his cars, he went out into the Palace Yard and so 
to old Bowyer’s lodgings, where he looked down upon the 
streets, now all dark, and awaited the fireworks, noting how 
the City had a light like a glory round it with bonfires. 

Then, for the rest of the evening, life became rather con- 
fused. There was a pot of ale to be drunk in the company of 
old friends at Harper*s and then a merry gathering in Axe 
Yard at die Hunts’, who had offered Mrs Pepys and her com- 
panion a bed, and, when the ladies had retired, a walk in the 
crowded streets, which were full of bonfires and gallant 
young sparks and their sweethearts, all drinking the King’s 
nealth on their knees and making die passers-by do likewise. 
Not that his Majesty’s Clerk of the Acts had any objection 
to doing this — indeed, he seemed to like it — and in the end 
he found himself (he could not quite tell how) in the royal 
cellars still continuing this loyal occupation. At last, after 
one of his companions had fallen dead drunk on the floor, 
Pepys climbed up the stairs of Lord Sandwich’s lodgings, 
but no sooner had he got into Shepley’s bed than his head 
began to hum and his inside to vomit, and the only other 
thing he could recall before he fell asleep was a fe elin g that, 
if ever he was foxed, it was now. Then he slept ^ the 
morning, when he found his clothes cold and wet and his 
head in a sad taking ; the sage Mr Creed had to prescribe a 
cup of chocolate for his morning draught to settle his 
stomach. Yet it was worth it, and, when that night he had 
finished talking it all over with Elizabeth, he sat down to 
describe it in his Diary. “Now”, he wrote, “after all this I 
can say that besides the pleasure of the sight of these glorious 
things, I may now shut my eyes against any other objects. 
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nor for the future trouble myself to see things of state and 
show, as being sure never to sec the like again in this world.” 
Yet even as he wrote, he could not help wishing himself at 
Whiteliall watching the fireworks, the far report of wliich he 
could hear borne down the river. 

Truth to tell, Pepys could never shut his eyes to the glories 
of any worldly object. If, as Coleridge said of him, he was a 
pollard man, it was because his gaze was fixed so rapcly on 
the earth, of whose infinite delight and variety nothing could 
sate him. So he went with equal relish to see a traitor hanged 
(observing that the poor fellow looked as cheerful as anv 
man could in that condition), to Gresham College to watch 
the learned virtuosos forgather or to the childlike pomps of 
the Lord Mayor’s Show. A boatman telling bawdy stories 
as he rowed him home on a pleasant moonlit night, a 
loquacious one-eyed Frenchman who shared the same 
hackney coach, a poor Lenten dinner ofcolcworts and bacon 
or a quiet Sunday spent at Seething Lane taking physic and 
reading French romances, were all alike of interest and 
worthy of record. When he went to the theatre, which he 
began to do frequently that year, and a lady spat backward 
upon him by mistake, he did not mind at aU, since he could 
sec that she was very pretty. The gods had been exceeding 
kind to Sam Pepys. 

But when anything really out of the ordinary occurred, 
Pepys, to whom the most common things were wonderful, 
became transcended. That spring of 1661 he twice went on 
pilgrimage, and, as one follows him, the flame of Chaucer s 
good companions seems to bum in old England again. On 
both occasions it was his official business that called him 
forth. Yet it was in no business spirit that he took barge with 
Sir William and Lady Batten, Mr Turner and Mr Fowler of 
the Office on the morning of Monday, April 8th, 1661, to 
visit his Majesty’s dockyard at Chatham. Even that night, as 
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they sat round the fire at the Hill House and Batten told 
ghoulish stories of how his predecessor, old Edisbury, was 
known to walk o* nights in the chamber Pepys was to in- 
habit, he was not put out of spirits, though for mirth’s sake 
he pretended to be somewhat frightened : for all his dignity, 
Sam could never resist a joke at his own expense. Still, when 
he woke up at three in the morning and saw his pillow, 
which he had flung from him overnight, standing bolt up- 
right in the light of the moon, he had a momentary shock. 

But when it was high day and he saw the respect and 
honour in which he was held by all the people of the Yard — 
“and I find”, he added happily, “that I begin to know now 
how CO receive so much reverence which at the beginning 
I could not tell how to do” — all the ghosts in the chambers 
of the past could not have scared him. It was a glorious thing 
to inspect die storehouses, to watch old goods being sold 
there by an inch of candle and, most of all, to meet at dinner 
Captain Allen’s two daughters, one of whom was so tall and 
handsome that he could not refrain from falling in love with 
her — such a result did a day’s absence from Elizabeth have 
on liis susceptible heart. In this delicious company he went 
over the Sovereign, singing all die way, and when he got on 
board, among other pleasures, putting the ladies of the 
party into the lanthom and then going in after them and 
demanding a kiss apiece as the fee due to a Principal Officer, 
at which, of course, there was great mirth. There was even 
more next night, when he attended a party at which the fair 
Rebecca Allen was present. For though the music was the 
worst he had ever heard, he minded it not a bit, for the 
favours of his charmer, who marked him out for her especial 
company, kept him in a perfect heaven of d^ght all ffie 
evening. He even tried to dance— though, as he admitted, 
he made but an ugly shift at it ; Rebecca, of course, danced 
beautifully. When at nine the Battens went home, Pepys 
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remained and continued dancing another hour or two ; then 
he must needs see the Allen family home, which he did, 
singing at his sweetheart *s request all the way and staying 
till two in the morning, during which time he found many 
opportunities to kiss her. So inspired, he was in wonderful 
spirits, and survived even the next day’s parting, when he 
consoled himself by singing Go and be hanged, that's twice 
aood-bye and making Lady Batten’s maid who rode beside 
him pretend to be his clerk. When they met two little 
girls keeping cows by the wayside, Pepys dismounted and 
made one of them ask liis blessing, telling her that he was 
her godfather, on which she asked him innocently if he was 
Ned Wooding and he rephed that he was. So she knelt down 
and very simply called, “Pray, godfather, pray to God to 
bless me”, which made him even merrier and caused him to 
give her twopence. He was much taken with cliildren all the 
way, buying a pitcher of ale from some little boys who were 
carrying it to their schoolmaster and asking all the women 
he met on the road whether they would sell him tlieir little 
ones, to which they answered no, but added that they would 
give them to him to keep if he liked. Such was the good- 
humoured social democracy of that which England once 
was, and such the man who has left us its greatest picture. 
Nor did he spare to paint its other side, telling us how, as they 
neared London, he and Mistress Anne, the maid, rode under 
a corpse that was hanging on the gibbet on Shooter’s Hill, 
“and a frlthy sight it was to see how his £esh is shrunk to his 
bones”. 


A similar expedition to Portsmouth dockyard at the 
beginning of May was only less eventful because Mrs Pepys 
came too. Yet even in his brief account of his journey across 
the Surrey and Hampshire hills, the traveller communicates 
to us his joy in that fresh green countryside and its people : 
how at Newington Ford his hat fell into the water, the jokes 
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with the drawers at the wayside inn about the red-faced 
minister of the town, the sight of himself and Creed fooling 
in a Guildford garden after dinner trying who could best 
lump over an old fountain well for a quart of sack. 

So in a life full of incident, variety and enjoyment, Pepys' 
first year at the Navy Office drew to a close. But before it 
ended, certain omens of coming change appeared. Ever so 
little, his growing friendship with Slingsby was making him 
weary of his intimacy with Batten and Penn. In May he had 
his first clash with Penn, who while choosing Masters for 
the Fleet refused to accept one of his recommendations. A 
week later he witnessed the sequel, when Carteret angrily 
rebuked the Sir Wilhams before the whole Board for their 


presumption in choosing Masters without reference to their 
colleagues and particularly inveighing against the omission 
of the very man whom Pepys had recommended. The lesson 
was not lost on him : henceforward he knew that there were 
higher powers whose word, rightly invoked, could over- 
rule the omnipotency of the two knights. Deliberately he 
refrained for some days from visiting the Battens that his 
absence might raise their opinion of him. 

A greater change than these tended to turn his steps into 
a new path. That June he learnt that Lord Sandwich was to 
sail at once on a long voyage to the south to put down the 
Barbary corsairs in the Mediterranean, visit Tangier — the 
North Afncan station with which the King’s marriage 
treaty with Portugal was about to endow England — and 
bring home the new Queen from Lisbon. In a frenzy of 
haste, Pepys made the necessary arrangements for his patron’s 
departure, begged a reversion of a place in the Wardrobe 
for his father, and also got the latter an order for ^(^300 of 
fine cloth which Sandwich was to take with him as a present 
for the Moors. Then, a little mournfully, he put on his grey 
cloth suit and faced white coat, made ot one of ffis wife’s old 
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petticoats, and accompanied his Lord down the river as far 
as Erith, where, after singing a httle, he took his leave of his 
Eiends Will Howe and Shepley, kissed his master’s hands 
and went aboard the wherry that was to bear him home. 
“My Lord”, he recorded, “did give five guns, all they had 
charged, which was the greatest respect my Lord could do 
me, and of which 1 was not a little proud. So with a sad and 
merry heart I left them sailing presently from Erith hoping 
to be in the Downs to-morrow early.” As the wherry bore 
him homewards, Pepys pulled off his stockings and dangled 
his legs in the water, and stopping awhile to take cherries 
and wine at Woolwich, fell asleep until the boat slipped 
alongside Tower stairs. A week-end of rush and anxiety, 
shipping the cloth ofi^by a Margate hoy to catch Sandwich 
in the Downs before the Fleet sailed, and thereafter he was 
left to stand on his own feet. 



Chapter VIII 
A Man oj Property 


“To the office all the afternoon, which is a great pleasure to me again to 
talk with persons of Quality and to be in command, and I give out among 
them diat the estate left me is ^200 a year in land, besides moneys, be- 
cause I would put an cstccme upon myself.*’ Dwry, July 24tb, i<56i. 

A MAN by the sudden advance of fortune does not divest 
himself of family ties. Pepys, though he no longer supped 
regularly every Sunday with his parents as in the old days of 
poverty, was honourably conscious of his. He had given his 
sister Pall a place in his household, he had intervened when 
his father wished to turn Tom out of doors for staying out 
at night, and had suppUed young John at Cambridge with 
tips, books and learned advice. He had also done his best to 
compose a violent quarrel between his father and mother, 
arising out of the old lady*s ludicrous jealousy of her hus- 
band’s supposed relationship with her maid of all work, 
according to Samuel the most ill-favoured slut he had ever 
seen. He had no hesitation in telling his mother what he 
thought of such folly, rating her so soundly that the silly old 
woman cried, for which he was afterwards sorry. But there 
was no help for it : she had grown so pettish with age that 
he did not know how his famer could bear it any longer. 

There was one member of his family from whom Pepys 
had expectations. For long he had laboured to please nis 
Uncle R.obert of Brampton, had corresponded with him 
regularly and had at his advice invested his savings with him, 
being always careful to make out that these were bigger than 
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they ■were. In return the old yeoman had from time to time 
made oracular, though somewhat obscure, references to his 
intention of passing over in his will his second brother, 
Thomas Pepys of London, and the latter’s son, Tom the 
turner, and of leaving his estate to his younger brotlier’s heir 

in other words to Samuel. The time of the fulfilment of 
these half-promises now seemed at hand, for old Robert had 
long been ailing. Indeed, latelyhe had become very tiresome, 
harassing Samuel with such requests as a demand for his old 
fiddle for his cousin Perkin, whose mill near Wisbech had 
been burnt down and whose only available means of livch- 
hood was to play dances for the coimtry girls on their holi- 
days. However, it was best to comply, though Uncle Robert, 
his nephew reflected, could easily have afforded to buy a 
fiddle liimsclf for his beggarly relation. The one haunting 
fear was that the old gentleman would change his mind — 
which long residence in the Enghsh countryside had made 
both eccentric and obstinate — or, what was even more 
probable, that the revolting old woman his wife, who 
was also ailing, would die before him and enable him (for 
with these fenmen one could never be certain) to marry 
again. 

But Uncle Robert’s end was now at hand. Two weeks 
after Lord Sandwich’s departure, John Pepys received a letter 
from his sister-in-law that his brother had been suddenly 
taken dizzy in the head and that his presence by his bedside 
was urgently required. And on the morning of Saturday, 
July 6tli, Samuel himself was woken by a messenger from 
Brampton with news that his uncle was dead. He rose at 
once and, after informing those most concerned, bought a 
pair of riding boots and repaired to the Post House, whence 
he set out shortly before midday. By nine o’clock that 
evening he had covered the sixty niilcs of road to Brampton, 
where he found his father, his bereaved Aunt Anne and liis 
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uncle’s cofiln. The latter was beginning to smeU a little» so 
he had it moved out from the hall chimney into the yard ; 
as for his aunt, whom he visited in bed, she was in such a 
nasty ugly pickle that it made him sick to see her. Then he 
retired for the night with his father, but, with his just sense 
of what was proper, managed to stifle his intense desire to 
ask about the will until the morning. 

Next day, a Sunday, they buried the old yeoman. The 
neighbours came from far and near, and there were ribbons 
and gloves for them all. They bore the coffin from the untidy 
little house to Brampton Church, where the parson, not 
having anything in particular to say of the deceased, spoke 
for a long time of his honesty. Then they went home to 
supper. 

Uncle Robert had been as good as his word. For though 
Samuel himself could get litde out of the will till after his 
father’s death, the whole of the real estate, for what it was 
worth, was to come to him in the end. After disposing of 
half an acre of land at Buckden and ^20 a year to his brother 
Thomas, die heir-at-law. the old man had devised the rest 
of his land to John Pepys with remainder to his eldest son. 
But there were over two hundred pounds of legacies to pay 
first and a charge of ^ 2 $ per annum in annuides on the litde 
property. TJie house at Brampton together with Goody 
Gorham’s alehouse (whenever the old woman should die) 
were also left for life to John Pepys and thereafter to Samuel. 

For the next fortmght Pepys and his father wresded at 
Brampton with his imcle’s papers, which were in a terrible 
state^ of confusion, and. as best they could, bore ^th his 
aunt’s base, ugly humours. The old woman was a sore trial 
to them, and her family promised to be even more so. For 
her husband, on the ground that thirty years before, by pre- 
tending that her former husband’s estate was bigger fhan it 
was, she had tricked him into allowing her to dispose of 
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^^200 to her sons Jasper and Thomas Trice, had left her 
nothing in his will but an injunction to his executors to be as 
civil to her as they could. The first, therefore, of the many 
anxieties that his uncle’s death brought Samuel was the news 
that Tom Trice was putting in a caveat against him on 
behalf of his mother. But there was far worse to come. For 
when old John and he went tlirough the dead man’s papers, 
tliey found that his estate was nothing like so good as the 
world believed. Nor could they find anywhere tlic surren- 
ders of his copyhold land, which without them would pass 
to the heir-at-law. 

Though a visit to the Talbot Pepyses at Impington failed 
to clear up die situation, the arrival at Huntingdon of die 
lord of the manor, die la-wycr Sir Robert Bernard, made 
matters only too plain. The latter, after inspecting the will, 
pronounced that the money due upon the lost surrenders — 
a matter of ^164 — and any debts due to the deceased must 
at law go to the legal heir, Uncle Thomas of London. Tliis, 
of course, nearly broke Pepys’ heart. Nor did a conference 
with the Trice family at Goody Gorham’s do anytliing to 
cheer him up, as for all his calm and quiet reasoning he was 
unable to make any impression on dicse solid brothers. The 
most he could get from them was to agree to remove their 
intolerable mother from die house for a consideration of 
£, 10 ; other matters in dispute between them were left to 
die law. 

Altogether it was a wretched fortnight — the anxiety, his 
aunt’s base, hypocridcal tricks, the badness of die drink and 
the gnats that bit him at night, all helped to depress him. The 
only piece of comfort was diat he was able to engage a 
steady, dependable farmer of the name of Stankes to act as 
his fadicr’s bailiff. This done, on Monday, July 22nd, he bade 
farewell and rode back to London, where he found liis own 
private affairs as well as he could expect — which was not 
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anything to boast of, for his sister Pall was grown so proud 
and idle that she had disorganised the house, while Will 
Hewer had allowed tliicves to steal the best tankard. Still it 
was a consolation, when he returned to the Office next day, 
to talk with persons of quality again and to be in command. 
To enhance his value with diem he gave out that he had been 
left an estate of £,200 a year. 

Other people, besides Pepys’ colleagues, formed an ex- 
aggerated idea of that estate. There was his Uncle Wight in 
a snuff because nobody had told him anything about it, or 
perhaps because he had been left nothing, and his mother, 
who in the most injudicious way was boasdng to everyone, 
telling diem that God knows what was fallen to her, and, 
what was worse, suiting her expenditure to her tattle. It 
made Pepys mad to hear her. but ne could not very well tell 
her not to, at least not in public. Above all there was Uncle 
Thomas and that obstinate, vulgar fellow his son Thomas 
the turner, whom Samuel sought out as soon as he reached 
London, but who did not appear at all willing to acquiesce 
in the peaceful disposition of a property which should by 
rights have been theirs. And when he showed Moore his 
great box of papers, which had come up by the carrier from 
Brampton, liis friend predicted that there would be no end 
to the trouble which tne will would give him. As it was, the 
outgoings on the funeral and legal expenses were already so 
heavy that he was forced to borrow £ 4^0 from Sir William 
Batten to meet them. It was sad to see one*s expectations 
shrinking. 

Meanwhile his father, poor man, was all alone at Bramp- 
ton, and this worried Samuel a great deal. On August 2nd 
he got on horseback once again and rode to Cambridge, 
whiling away the Journey by talking with a Quaker fell- 
monger who would tell him how wicked a fellow he had 
been all his lifetime till God had visited him. Here at the 
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Assizes he cook counsel of Roger Pepys : it was best, he felt, 
to keep these things in the family. His cousin bore him 
home to Impington for the week-end, where on Sunday 
morning they plucked fruit in the orchard, while Roger 
confirmed Moore’s melancholy predictions, and listened to 
a good plain sermon in the parish church, where it was 
gratifying to notice the reverence with which old Talbot 
Pepys (still living and like a man out of the world) was 
treated, the country people all rising as he entered and the 
jjarson beginning the prayers by turning to his pew with a 

Right Worshipful and Dearly Beloved”. On the Monday 
Samuel rode on to Brampton, where he found liis father 
well and, what was almost better, his aunt gone. The house 
was now quiet and a great content to them both. And in the 
uvo days he was tlierc, by dint of expeditions to Yelling and 
Gravclcy, he was able to clear up a few of the outstanding 
complications that beset the estate. After that he had to hurry 
back to London, as it was his month of service at die Privy 
Seal. 

Back in his familiar haunts, sitting in die Office of the 
morning or avoiding it of an afternoon in Captain Ferrers’ 
company at the playhouse, Brampton still haunted him. On 
Au^st 13th Pepys and his father, with Uncle Wight as 
arbiter, met Uncle Thomas and his two sons at Rawlinson’s. 
Here they read over the will, telling Uncle Thomas how 
kindly their thoughts were towards him if only he would 
carry himself peaceably and withdraw the caveat which he 
also, like Tom Trice, had now entered against them. This 
the wily old gendeman promised to do and the conference 
ended with drinks all round, for which Samuel paid. But a 
fortnight later he heard that his uncle and his sons had left 
suddenly for the country without giving notice to anyone. 

It was, in fact, plain that Uncle Thomas — always, observed 
his nephew, a close and cunning fellow — ^had somehow got 
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wind of the news tliat the surrenders to the Graveley copy- 
holds were missing and had gone down to investigate. 
Wlien the two met again in London early in September at 
a little blind alehouse in Shoe Lane — a place where Pepys 
was tlicn quite ashamed to be seen, but where to-day the 
Daily Express* new building boldly proclaims itself to the 
world — notliing was said about the matter on either side, 
but it was certain that when Graveley Court came on, the 
jurymen of that village would be privileged to see more than 
one branch of the Pepys family. On the evening of Septem- 
ber 1 6th the summons to Graveley came. Next morning 
Mrs Pepys in a few words persuaded her husband to let her 
liire a horse and come witli him. After one nasty fall on 
Elizabetli s part in tlic miry lanes about Puckeridge they 
came safely to Impington, where John Pepys was waiting to 
meet tlicm. On tlie 2otli, after a night at Brampton, Samuel 
repaired to die courthouse at Graveley, where as he expected 
he found Uncle Thomas and his eldest son. Since he was able 
to produce no surrenders, the jurymen— a simple company 
of country rogues — found Thomas Pepys the heir-at-law : 
in other words, the Graveley copyholds of about ^25 a year 
were now lost. The only consolation Samuel could derive 
was Ac Aought Aat if by any chance Ac missing surrenders 
should turn up his uncle and cousin would lose Ac £70 
which they had paid in fines, fees and expenses to make good 
Aeir claim. And now Aat he knew Ae worst, he could at 
least sleep again at night and take pleasure in contriving 
improvements to Ae house and gardens at Brampton for 
1 ^ faAer to carry out. So comforted, he and ElizabeA made 
the return journey to London, noting wiA some pleasure 
the minor incidents of travel ; Ae mouthful of pork which 
they ate at Baldock, and Ae epicurism of sleep which after 
the long, muddy ride Aey enjoyed at Welwyn— “Acre 
bemg now and Aen a noise of people stirring that waked me. 
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and then it was a vcr^' rainy night, and then I was a little 
weary, that what between waking and then sleeping again, 
one after another, I never had so much content in all my 
life”. No lawsuit could stop the flow of this poet of everyday 
human sensation. 

When all the diminutions and charges of the estate had 
been added together, it did not appear that tlicre would be 
much left for his parents to live on : ^100 a year at the out- 
side and probably not half that sum for a good many years 
to come. And when Samuel went through the business 
accounts, he found still less to be pleased widi, for his father’s 
assets just about equalled his liabihties, and what kind of 
condition his motlicr would have been in had she been left a 
widow he did not care to contemplate. At the end of August 
he saw the old man off to Brampton, where it was resolved 
that he should now live, and a day or two later packed his 
mother and Pall into the country wagon after him. It was 
an unpleasant business, for his mother, silly, simple soul, 
made a great fuss about going, and Pall, tliough he gave 
her twenty shillings and a great deal of good advice, cried 
exceedingly. The latter he had recently discharged from his 
household after a troubled scene in which he and his father 
had both angrily told her that they would have nothing to 
do witli her, rill in the end her proud spirit had been so 
brought down that she had submitted to do whatever they 
commanded. It was something at least to be rid of her. 

But Pepys* family worries diat autumn did not end here. 
For now that Iiis father was gone there was Tom to be 
settled, and he had grave doubts as to that idle young man’s 
capacity to carry on the shop. To steady him and secure a 
little capital for the business, he did what he could to find 
him a wife. But it was not at all easy: as one prospective 
father-in-law put it, he had nothing against the match save 
that the estate with which God had blessed him was too 
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great to give in a marriage where there was nothing on the 
other side but a trade and a house. 

Meanwliilc disease was pla^dng havoc with Pepys’ otlier 
relations. It was a sickly autumn and death was ever^’where : 
one day that August he recorded how all the clerks were at 
the burial of one of their colleagues — “a very ingenious and 
a likely young man to live as any in the office**. Among the 
victims were his Aunt Kite, the butcher’s widow,* and 
Aunt Fenner. Bodi left a small legacy of trouble to Samuel, 
the former sending for him on her death-bed and beseeching 
him to look after her daughter Peg — “a troublesome 
carrion”, he soon found her. For this sclMpinionated young 
woman, flatly refusing her executor’s advice, announced her 
intention of marrying a beggarly weaver and what was 
more, though he washed his hands of her, did so. As for 
Aunt Fenner, not only did her demise necessitate the Clerk of 
the Acts’ attendance at a very degrading kind of funeral — a 
little lightened by the beauty of “my father’s family being 
all in mourning, doing him the greatest honour, the world 
believing that he” (Uncle Fcrmer) “did give us it” — but it 
involved liim in the humiliation of Uncle Fenner’s sub- 
sequent behaviour. For witliin five months of his depriva- 
tion, the disgusting old gentleman — who might frequently 
be encountered at an alehouse, “drinking and very jolly and 
youthsomc” — had taken to himself another wife, and she a 
pitiful, old, ill-bred woman and a midwife by trade and 
altogether a source of shame to Samuel. 

But die most serious loss of the autumn was that of Slings- 
by, the Comptroller. Early in October Pepys himself was 
taken ill, coming home on his wedding night intending to 
be merry and being suddenly seized with a violent pain 

* Her real name was Mrs Julian Clarke, as she had married a second 
time, but Pepys continued to call her by her first husband's name. 
IVhiteaft p. 143 . 
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which kept him in bed for four days. Scarcely was he about 
again when he was called upon to visit tlie sick bed of his 
colleague. On the 24th he heard that Slingsby could no 
longer speak and two days later that he was dead, “which 
put me”, he wrote, “into so great a trouble of mind that all 
the niglit I could not sleep, he being a man tliat loved me 
and had many quahtics tliat made me to love him above all 
the Officers and Commissioners in tlie Navy”. 

There were some who fell sick yet did not die — cliicf 
among diern Lady Sandwich. In August Pepys was at her 
bedside, where she lay ill, it was feared with small-pox, while 
awaiting the coming of a child, and, though he did not tell 
her of it, his own heart was haunted by an even worse fear. 
No letters had come from my Lord for several weeks, but 
there were rumours that he was sick of a fever at Alicante : 
and God alone knew what kind of condition, with all liis 
debts, he would leave his family in if he should die under 
that hot and ahen sun — to say nodiing of diat uncomfortable 
£1000 for which Samuel stood his surety to his cousin at 
Hatcham. During the lady’s illness, Pepys showed great 
tenderness, visiting her every day and attending (though he 
had plenty of his own to worry him) to all her aflairs. But 
never a word did he breathe to her of what all the town was 
speaking of, diat her Lord was dead, carefully hiding it from 
her until sure news had come diat he was convalescent. 
H^piJy Lady Sandwich recovered also and was delivered of 
a toe daughter. “But to sec in what a manner”, Pepys 
related, “my Lady told it me, protesting that she sweat in the 
very telling of it, was the greatest pleasure to me in the 
world to see the simplicity and harmlessncss of a lady.” 

There was another of Pepys* relatives who did not die. 
Tliat was his brother-in-law Baity, but this seemed no gain. 
He had an unpleasant way of cropping up as a domesdc 
topic of conversation just when he was least welcome, 
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which was frequently, for he was usually in trouble and 
always in need of money. In the midst of all the worries of 
that August, Samuel returned home one evening to find 
Elizabeth weeping and begging him to do something for 
her brotlier. Reluctantly — for she would not stop crying — 
he promised, but he could not help reflecting to mmsclf that 
if once he did so, he would never be able to wipe his hands 
of him again. Nor at diat moment had he any surplus funds 
for financing his wife’s ne’er-do-well relations. 

For Brampton aflairs were still pressing, and that autumn 
he was forced to borrow a further £,100, in addition to the 
^40 which Batten had already advanced him, to meet legal 
costs. Among other anxieties, the Trices were now returning 
CO the offensive. They had withdrawn tlieir original caveat 
and had shown for a time a disposition to be friendly; and 
on August 23rd — after a glass of wine in an alehouse, which 
always went a long way ^vith tlus family — Pepys had actu- 
ally given Tom Trice, who was a notary, the original will 
to prove. Yet the question of tlicir Uncle Robert’s bond to 
their mother (according to the dead man’s testimony so 
unjustly procured) still remained distressingly open. That the 
principal of £,200 was legally due there was little doubt, and 
this Pepys and liis fatlier agreed to pay; but the Trices 
claimed thirteen years* accrued interest on it, amounting to 
another jQioo. Payment of this, after taking advice, Pepys 
resolved to resist on the ground that there had never been 
any intention on the part of either his uncle or his aunt that 
the bond should become payable until the time of the latter’s 
dcatli. The Trices flatly denying this and the lady in question 
dying and so depriving all parties of a first-hand- witness, a 
lawsuit became inevitable. 

On November 7th Tom Trice brought an action at 
Common Law against the Pepyses to recover the full penal 
sum of £,400* secured by the original bond, and delivered 
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the writ in person to Samuel. All that month the harassed 
young official spent interviewing lawy'crs, and these, after 
the manner of their calling, said some one thing and some 
another. On Sergeant Turner’s advice, he and his father 
filed a Bill of Complaint in Chancery claiming that Trice’s 
suit was unconscionable in equity and demanding an in- 
junction to prevent him from proceeding in it. Having 
made the lawyers happy, there was nothing now to do but 
to await the leisurely course of events: the injunction w.is 
duly granted and, attempts at a settlement proving abortive, 
the case continued as a haunting and expensive background 
to life for tlie next two years. 

Compared with this extravagance, Pepys* otlier ways of 
spending money were comparatively innocuous. But — 
perhaps because they gave him so much pleasure — he was 
very anxious about them tliat winter. His chief weakness 
was the tlicatre: he was constantly visiting the playhouses, 
and even his vows to desist or never to go save with his wife 
did not stem him. The fine robes and curtains, the tall candles, 
the skill of the actors, the women in men’s clothes with their 
sightly legs, above all the play itself (Betterton in The liond- 
matt he saw over and over again), all were irresistibly 
delightful, especially to one engaged in litigation with such 
dull fellows as Uncle Thomas and the Trices. But the failing 
which worried him most was his tendency to exceed in 
wine, for it both wasted liis time and money and made him 
ill. The old association witli Penn and Batten still led him 
too often into such temptation. The work of tliis jovial 
couple generally ended by midday, and thereafter there was 
little better for them to do than to dine at tlie “Dolphin 
and make shift to fuddle anyone who joined them. In this 
task they sometimes liad some success with the Clerk of the 
Acts : once so much so that he was unable to read the usual 
evening prayers to the household when he returned home. 
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None the less, Pepys was growing very weary of such 
company. He dared not shake it off too abruptly, for now 
tliat Slingsby was gone the two knights were the only 
members of the Navy Board with whom he was on intimate 
terms; the new Comptroller, the aged cavalier Admiral 
Sir John Mennes, though he seemed a pleasant old gentleman 
and a good scholar, was reputed to be an enemy to Lord 
Sandwich, and was in Pepys* opinion a very poor successor 
to his dead friend. So he was forced to dissemble. “But, 
good God,** he whispered to his Diary, “what an age tliis 
is, and what a world is this, tliat a man cannot live without 
playing the knave and dissimulation.’* 

But Elizabeth was swayed by no such prudential motives. 
She did not like Lady Batten and her daughter’s high-handed 
ways and refused to truckle to diem, and Samuel, to do liim 
justice, encouraged her. Across the garden wall, in the gossip 
of the rival kitchens, in the great weekly batde for pre- 
cedence in the Office pew, an undying war now began ; 
sometimes, for all its ardours, there were glorious gains, as 
on the day when Pepys brought back to his wife the news 
that her proud rival had before her marriage been another 
man s whore. Of course one tried not to beheve such stories, 

and yet one just could not help it : it was so exactly what one 
had expected. 

So encouraged, Pepys plucked up heart to quarrel him- 
self with Batten. The EKt serious rift occurred on December 
6th, when the two knights chose to take umbrage at their 
young colleague s chaffing them about their indmacy with 
a serving-wench at a tavern ; it was time, they resolved, 
to put him in his place. A fortnight later they rebuked him 
i^cause he was absent from a Board meeting, saying that 

they could not be a committee without their Register a 

which infilriated Pepys. who liked to suppose him- 
self their equal. He also resolved that it was time to act: if he 
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did not do so now, hold himself aloof from them and refuse 
to crouch at their command, he would never be able to keep 
himself even with them. 

While he prepared to join battle VAth his colleagues at 
the Office, he also turned to fight liis own failuigs. A long 
succession of vows, not always kept, but always manfully 
fought for, mark tlie progress of that war. On the last day 
of the old year he took a solemn oath to abstain from plays 
and wine. Next day — after starting tlic year by accidentally 
striking Iiis wife a great blow over her face and nose as he 
turned over in bed, “which waked her with pain, at which 
I was sorry and so to sleep again” — tlic sight of a handbill 
announcing that die Spanish Curate was to be acted in the 
afternoon proved too much for him and he accompanied 
young William Penn and his sister to the theatre. (Return- 
ing, the fadicr of American Quakerism left his sword behind 
in the coach.) Nothing daunted, Pepys returned to the 
attack, and before the end of January — dicrc had been no 
more plays — he was recording his thanks to God diat since 
Iiis leaving off drinking of wine he found himself much 
better, minded his business more and spent less money. On 
the 31st he w'as vowing to keep indoors and be conscienrious 
in his attendance at the Office. 

A new experience there had recendy given him a fresh 
interest in his work. At the end of die previous November 
the Duke of York liad sent for the Navy Officers to take 
dieir advice, not this time on the matter for wliich they were 
most usually summoned — lack of money — but on one much 
affecting the honour of England, the failure of Captain 
Holmes to enforce the time-honoured salute to the English 
flag in the narrow seas. The whole Board was present and 
the Duke desired each member to state what he knew of 
ancient practice. When it came to Pepys* turn he could not 
bear to admit that he knew nothing about it all, so was 
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forced, as he put it, “to study a lie”, and told the Duke's 
secretary, Coventry, that he had often heard Scldcn say tliat 
he could prove that Henry VII gave his captains commissions 
to make Danish ships strike to them in the Baltic. 

This unhkely thesis Pepys now resolved to prove in 
writing and present to the Duke, judging it a good way to 
make himself known. Accordingly on the way home he 
bought a copy of Selden’s Mare Clattsum and settled down to 
study it. He found the subject surprisingly interesting and 
before long he became absorbed in it. Soon he began to 
carry his researches further, canvassed the pros and cons of 
the case with lawyers and merchants on ’Change, and even 
asked one of his old Exchequer friends to look up Domesday 
Book to see if there was anything in it about the dominion 
of the seas. The whole affair ended in nothing and would be 
wholly unimportant but for one circumstance. For it awoke 
in Pepys that deep-seated feeling for history which had 
always been his and, directing it to the sea. first aroused his 
lifelong ambition to become its chronicler. Moreover, it 
profoundly affected his work, for henceforward the Navy, 
and all that appertained to it, had a new meaning for him. 



chapter IX 
Buckling To 


^*My niind was never in xny life in so good a condicion of quiet as it hath 
been since I have followed my business/* Diary, jvly 5th, 1662. 

At the beginning of February, 1662, there arrived at the 
Navy Office a small and precious volume containing the 
formal Instructions of the Duke of York as Lord Higli 
Admiral to the Principal Officers and Commissioners of the 
Navy. It was accompanied by a letter* from the Duke 
stating that up to the present the prevailing lack of money 
had * so hardened and emboldened many persons in their 
negligences and abuses that there was little hope of tlicir 
amendment**, but urging that henceforward, whenever 
money was available, it should be used to discharge negli- 
gent and inefficient officers from die Yards and sliips; some 
of the Yards, it added, were more fit for the purposes of a 
hospital than diose of the King s service. The Instructions 
themselves — a confirmation with certain additions of those 
issued by the Earl of Northumberland a generation before 
laid down the duties of the Board, forbade its members to 
engage, or allow their inferiors to engage, in die s^e of 
merchandise to the service, and urged the utmost care in the 
purchase of naval stores by enquiring frequendy as to the 
market price of masts, deal, hemp, pitch, tar and dw Uke 
and obtaining weekly returns from die Customs Office of 
all consignments of such goods arriving in the river. The 
reason for the last was, as the letter pointed out, to prevent 

♦Daccdjan. 28th, 1662. 
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die Principal Officers from concluding contracts with any 
one merchant before satisfying themselves that there were 
no others able to furnish the King with the same goods 
cheaper and better. 

The Instructions arrived at the very moment when Pepys* 
imagination had been first stirred by the past history of the 
Navy and when he was resolving to apply himself more 
zealously to liis duties in order to diminish Iiis expenses and 
outdistance his colleagues. These motives were now given 
an official impress. On the day after the Board met to read 
oyer the Instructions, the Clerk of the Acts got himself 
trimmed and made his way with a new purpose to the 
Office, where, he recorded, ‘T do begin to be exact in my 
duty there and exacting my privileges and shall continue to 
do so*’. The next few months were to show him as good as 
his word. 

No longer was Pepys’ attendance at the Office confined to 
unavoidable occasions and Board meetings: henceforward 
he was there all day. He rose early and stayed late (which 
nobody else did) and, as is the way of mankind, visited his 
own virtues on his startled subordinates : when his boy Will 
failed to call him betimes in tlie morning, he sent for a rod 
and beat him soundly. His head was now always full of his 
work, and he found it a great pleasure and a growing 
content. Nor did he hurry from the Office any longer when 
criers arrived at the house : he was better off where he was. 

My mind in good ease”, he wrote, “when I mind business, 
which methinks should be a good argument to me never to 
do otherwise.” 

To mark the new era, he had his study at the Office altered 
and his own clerks set in a room apart. Here, with the scene 
set for the future administration of the Navy, he tidied Hs 
files and tore up old papers till they covered the floor of his 
closet as high as his knees. And to show that he, at any rate. 



A NEW ZEAL 


175 


Aet. 28-9] 

was resolved to obey the Duke’s Instructions to the letter, lie 
sat up late with Hayter making abstracts of all the contracts 
made at die Office since he first entered it. He was Clerk ot 
the Acts at last. 

So resolved, he did his business with new understanding. 
He made expeditions to Deptford and Woolwich to set out 
waiting squadrons or pay o6f discharged crews, hired ships 
for the Navy on ’Change and pondered long over the 
mystery of the Victualler’s accounts. And as he wrote and 
copied and thought, various dark suspicions began to vex 
his mind. Were not die Treasurer’s Officers swindling the 
King’s service — rumours reached him that dicy were taking 
10 per cent commissions on all moneys they paid out ; and 
was not Wood, die timber merchant who supplied the Navy 
with masts, for all his alliance with Batten, a knave? These 
matters were as yet too high for him to enquire closely into, 
yet daily they became of greater import in liis mind. And 
within die scope of his still limited audiority there appeared 
a new zeal: when he found that Griffin, the caretaker, had 
left the door of the Office open at night, he had serious 
thoughts of carrying away the screw or the carpet to teach 
him a lesson before sending for him and chiding him. 

The same impulse to work and righteousness appeared 
in Pepys’ private as well as his public doings. Wicked and 
fashionable leanings on the part of Ehzabeth to wear the new 
perukes, which were then all the rage, were sternly cliccked : 
he would only endure it if they were made of her own hair. 
As for Will Wayncman, the lad had every reason to be con- 
scious of his master’s drive towards scif-improvement : for 
one spring morning he found himself being followed down 
the cellar stairs, whither he had been sent to draw beer, bv 
the man of righteousness bearing a cane, with which he fell 
upon him and chastised him for his faults, till his sister Jane, 
alarmed by his cries, came down and pleaded for him. 
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“So”, wrote Pepys m liis Diary that night. “I forebore and 
afterwards in my wife’s chamber did diere talk to Jane how 
much I did love the boy for her sake and how much it do 
concern me to correct die boy for his faults, or else he would 
be undone.” 


Perhaps the unaccustomed rigidity of die rule which Pepys 
put on liimself soured his temper a little. He had almost 
bidden farewell to plays, and his amusements were now 
chiefly confined to die Sabbath — a quiet morning spent over 
Fuller’s IVorlhies or in walking from one church to anodier, 
“hearing a bit here and a bit there”. Certainly his abjuration 
of wine appeared to upset his health, and he made anxious 
notes of the evils incurred by such abstinence : he was even 
forced to relax his vow a little. One recreation he still allowed 
himself — music. Ever since the beginning of the year he had 
been practising singing to himself, morning and evening ; it 
sent liim out to his work refreshed and to liis bed in peace. 
That January a higher ambition came to him: he would 
Ic&m to compose, A^ith tliis intent he h^d hired the services 
of one John Bcrchinshaw, an Irish music-master. As always 
witE him he had taken to this new pursuit with tremendous 
enthusiasm, so^much so that he even fell to composing airs 
on a Sunday God forgive me!” In February he stumbled 
on Ins first song, with his tutor’s aid setting to some far- 
fetched amorous lines the melody of Gaze not on Swans. He 
fuiishcd it a formight later, paying Berchinshaw on the same 
aay £5 for his five weeks’ tuition : a great sum of money, he 
reckoned it, and one that troubled liim to part with. On the 
same afternoon liis master, who had every hope of con- 

1 , employment, showed him in his 

enthusi^m his mathematical card of the system of music, of 
wluch he was inordinately proud. But Pepys was more 
enned ^d, though impressed by it, did not beUeve it to be 
as useful as its mventor claimed. A few days later he told him 
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so, upon which the outraged artist flung himself out of the 
room in a pec, his employer being careful not to stop him, 
since he had already resolved to discontinue what was now a 
needless expense. For he had learnt Bcrcliinshaw’s rules by 
heart and had secured the setting of two of his incomparable 
songs; the rest of that morning he spent committing them 
to writing. 

The end of die music lessons coincided with another 
reformation in Pepys* life. All that winter he had been 
postponing the unpleasant task of making up his accounts : 
ne was conscious that he had spent far too much and guessed 
chat when he made up his balance he would have an un- 
pleasant shock. With the help of vows he brought liimself to 
the sticking-point, and on March ist, after paying off die 
^40 which he had borrowed in the previous autumn from 
Batten, sat down by himself to the long-postponed task. 
When he rose he found that he was X^ioo poorer than at liis 
last reckoning, his capital having dwindled to 
that he had spent £,^$0 in six mondis. Yet, for all liis past 
extravagance, his mind was cased, and next morning in bed 
he talked long with his wife of the frugal life they would live 
henceforward, telling her all the wonderful things he would 
be able to do if ever he could save ^2000— to be a knight and 
keep his own coach, which pleased her mighdly. Then he 
drew up rules for his future expenses, binding himself in the 
presence of God to keep them faithfully and attaching 
penalties for failure to do so; "and I do not doubt", he added, 
" but hereafter to give a good account of my time and to grow 
rich". So the righteous man awaited the summer of 1662. 

Yet, had spring brought no relaxation, Pepys would not 
have been Pepys. There was an odd play or two around 
Easter, and an occasional walk across the fields to the cheese- 
cake house at Islington, or a dinner at the Dolphin on 
a mighty chine of beef and other good cheer. And towards 
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the end of April he made for the second year running an 
expedition to the dockyard at Portsmouth. With infinite 
difficulty he had prevented Elizabeth from accompanying 
him, though he was unable to persuade her to retire to the 
tedious security of Brampton during his absence from town. 
His old acquaintance of tlie voyage to Schevciling, Dr 
Clcrke, was of tlie company, and in the merry humour of 
that springtime pilgrimage, while cutting asparagus for 
supper in the garden of their Guildford inn, they called each 
other cousins by virtue of the name of the one and the office 
of the other. And when they came to their lodgings at 
Portsmouth, Samuel reckonea that his new kinsman must 
be of the oldest and senior house of Clcrkcs. since all the 
deas went to him and none to himself. A day*s excursion to 
Southampton, a good many healths (so many that his eyes 
were troubled) and the magnificent respect with which he 
and his colleagues were treated by the natives — he was made 
a Burgess of Portsmouth and attended a naval service at 
which there was a special prayer for the Right Honourable 
the Principal Officers — all gave relish to his stay. The town 
was full of fine folk expecting the arrival of the Queen and 
Lord Sandwich from Lisbon, and one evening towards the 
end of his visit the quick-eyed Samuel espied his old flame, 
Mrs Pierce, and another lady passing by. To them he sped, 
carried them to a place of refreshment, feasted them with 
wine and sweetmeats, waited on them at their lodgings and 
was exceedingly merry. He even contrived some business 
to detain him in Portsmouth so that he might eryoy another 
eve^g in their society ; he and Dr Gierke were particularly 
intrigued with Mrs Pierce’s companion, “she being some- 
what old and handsome and painted and fine, and hath a 
very handsome maid with her, which we take to be the 
marks of a bawd**. 

On his return to London, Pepys had a further lesson in the 
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diverse construction of the world. No sooner had he greeted 
Elizabeth at home, than he washed himself (for it was a very 
hot day) and sallied out with a letter from Dr Clcrkc, who 
had remained behind at Portsmouth, to his lady at Whitehall. 
He found her a very fine and fashionable woman, so mucli 
so that he was quite abashed ; “what witli her person and the 
number of fine ladies that were with her, I was much out of 
countenance and could hardly carry myself like a man 
among them, but however 1 staid till my courage was up 
again and talked to them and viewed her house”. The 
tailor’s son was still not always at home in the great world, 
but he faced it boldly. 

After these excitements it was a little hard to settle down 
again, particularly to the Spartan hfe which he had marked 
out for liimself. A sudden burst of plays and summer evening 
jaunts marked the first course of the struggle, and for one 
moment it looked as though Pepys had surrendered to his 
own genius for enjoyment : “it is best”, he wrote, “to enjoy 
some degree of pleasure now that we have health, money 
and opportunity, rather than leave pleasures to old age or 
poverty when we cannot have them so properly”. The new 
Queen had arrived and all the Court was merry-making, and 
with her came Lord Sandwich after a year’s absence, putting 
Pepys, who had so carefully tended his interests and be- 
friended his lady and children while he had been away, into 
a great tremor of joy. But before May was out, Samuel s 
determination had returned and he was taking out new vows 
against wine and plays. To signalise the change, on the last 
evening of the month, after his maid Sarah had combed his 
head and washed his feet in a bath of herbs, he cut olf his 
moustache.* 

* "Beard” is the generic term by which Pepys refers to (he victim of 
(hit operation, but acquaintanceship with the ushions and nomenclature 
of the period leads one to believe that it adorned hts upper lip only. 
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So shorn — henceforward, he decided, he would trim him- 
self neatly and cleanly with a piece of pumice-stone — he 
began the montli of June by singing French psalms all a 
Sabbatli morning. Then, once more, he buckled to his 
business. The initial plunge taken, it was all extraordinarily 
easy. He rose at five and, after writing his journal for the 
previous day, made liis way to the Office to get everything 
ready against the next meeting and steal long, industrious 
summer dawns on liis sleepy colleagues. When some old 
acquaintance like Creed visited him witli tempting rhetoric 
about the latest playbill, he had only to think of the happi- 
ness his new virtue and application gave him to dismiss him 
witliouc regret. And every Sunday he read over liis vows. 

To tlie King’s Navy this revolution in the habits of its 
junior Principal Officer brought a wonderful change. For 
suddenly in its sluggish administrative channeb a swift, fresh 
stream began to flow. The Storekeepers and Clerks of the 
Cheque and Survey at Woolwich and Deptford, who 
hitherto had been content to perform only a third of their 
duties, now found that they were liable to be visited almost 
weekly by young Mr Pepys, and, when he was not peering 
about their works in person, received from liim a long 
succession of enquiring, admonitory and categorical letters. 
In that keen, untiring mind their time-honoured perquisites 
took the colour of corruption and dereliction of duty — the 
deals wliich they undervalued and then sold, the multitude 
of servants and decrepit old men whom they kept on the 
musters and whose pay they retained, the old cables which 
they stole and subsequently retailed to the King as new. 

Not to his subordinates alone did Pepys confine his 
criticism. For those rich and powerful beings the govern- 
ment contractors were stung that summer as though by a 
hornet. The flagmakers* genial cheat of charging threepence 
a yard more than was allowed in their forgotten contracts 
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was ruthlessly exposed, Mr Pepys informing die shocked 
Navy Board diac he could obtain die same matcriab else- 
where for half the price. Those who supplied die King with 
tar and oil at dicir own figure were electrified to see a quick, 
commanding httle figure going up and down tlicir own 
Thames Street enquiring of all dicir rivak the current market 
prices of their commodifies. And the great Sir Richard Ford , 
who provided the Navy widi old worn-out yam, skilfully 
covered over with new hemp, found liimsclf confronted 
with the cheat before his very friends, the Pruicipal Officers. 
For Pepys had secretly gone down to Woolwich to experi- 
ment and had come back burning with anger; never again, 
he resolved, would he have the Kiiig*s workmen discouraged 
from representing such palpable corruptions on the part of 
powerful merchants. And without fear or disguise, he had 
stood up boldly at the Board next day and laid bare the 
whole shocking story, so that his colleagues for very shame 
w'crc forced to stop Sir Puchardk bill. It made that great 
merchant his enemy; he did not care, he had done his duty. 

Pepys* zeal was strengthened by liis growing dislike of his 
colleagues Batten and Penn. If they were idle and corrupt, 
he would be industrious and honest; they had lorded it over 
him because tliey were his seniors, he would show them that 
in the real business of the Navy he was tlieir superior. He 
fought them in open office for the prerogatives of his post, 
and, when Batten tried in Iiis heavy way to snub liim, he 
called him an unreasonable man to his face. He took a special 
delight in exposing the many cheats in which the stocky old 
Presbyterian had a secret part, and he was the more en- 
couraged to do so by virtue of the great batde for precedence 
which he and his wife so gaUantly waged against Lady 
Batten every Sunday. As for Penn, he had broken witli him 
violently one June morning when tlie latter with liis smooth 
voice had tried to jockey him out of his prerogative of 
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preparing contracts ; a base rasca], Pepys set him down for, 
and resolved to remember it against Inin as long as he hved. 
Henceforward he loathed Pemi and all his *‘base treacherous 
tricks , though in the face of Sir William’s habitual courtesy 
and his friends at Court, he found it best to dissemble his 
dislike.* 

In his attack on the two Sir Williams, Pepys knew that he 
could rely in the last resort on powerful support. Ever since 
liis first resolve to apply himself to his business, he had been 
making advances to the Navy Treasurer, tlie great Sir 
George Carteret. Carteret did not like Batten, who came of 
a social class and schoohng very different from his own, and 
Pepys gained ground with him by expressing his discreet 
horror at his neighbour’s idleness and corruption and taking 
every opportunity of contrasting his o^^^l zeal and integrity. 
A still mightier ally now came die way of the Clerk of the 
Acts. On May 8th he heard that the Duke’s secretary, 
WiUiani Coventry, was to be added to the Navy Board as an 
additional Commissioner. At first Pepys had some mis- 
givings : Coventry was a friend of Penn s, whose great naval 
talents he admired; moreover, he was hated by Carteret. 
The latter was most indignant, regarding the whole affair 
as an intrigue of Penn’s, and confided his feelings to liis 
young colleague. But Pepys, despite a natural leaning to- 
wards Carteret, decided that his proper pohey was to keep 
in with bodi of these powerful rivals. 

He dicrefore set out to win Coventry’s trust as he had won 

* "Sir W. Penn came to my o6Gcc to take his leave of me” (before 
setting out on a visit to his Irish estate) **and desiring a turn in the garden 

commit tlie care of his building to mCi and offered all his services to me 
m matters of mine. I did, God forgive me! promise him all my service 
and love, though the rogue knows he deserves none from me, nor do I 
intend to show him any, but as he dissembles with me, so must I with 
him. Diary, July pth, 1662. For a letter written by Pepys to Penn in 
Ireland in the sanic spirit, sec Tanner, Further Correspondence, p. i. 
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Carteret’s. He soon felt the benefit of doing so. For Coventry' 
was a man after his own heart, full of enthusiasm for what- 
ever he set his hand to and, like him, resolved to do good 
and to enquire into all die miscarriages of the Office. And 
with the great name of the Lord High Admiral behind him, 
he was far better placed than the Clerk of the Acts for so 
doing. Under his reforming standard Pepys now enrolled 
himself. And as the jackal and the tiger hunt togcdier, so 
did Pepys and Coventry. First would the lesser terror go 
forth to spy out the nakedness of the land; dien he would 
return to fetch his mighty ally to pursue and slay. Thus on 
a summer’s day, when the morning’s Board meeting was 
done, Pepys would clamber into Coventry’s coach and drive 
with him to the Exchange, here to surprise a truant captain 
whose ship was already due at sea; then, the poor man sent 
flying in his fine clotlies Thameswards, the two reformers 
would sit down together to a bite of diiuier at the Ship 
tavern beliind the ’Change. Thus refreshed, they would take 
boat at Billingsgate and descend on Woolwich, board a 
warship there — where ’’found all tilings out of order and 
after frighting the officers there, we left them to make more 
haste” — and then landing discover old Batten going about 
his Survey, ‘‘so poorly and unhke a survey of the Navy that 
I am ashamed oHt, and so is Mr Coventry”. After that dicre 
would be a glorious hour or two in the dockyard, measuring 
timber, surprising clerks in cheats and finding fault every- 
where, until it was time to return home again. And as 
twihght fell on the river and the lights of London glt^mcd 
above their bow. the two reformers would talk familiarly 
together of the business of their Office, and Pepys woul 
reflect with pride on having gained the favour of so great a 

Yet Pepys the reformer was no mere careerist. There was 

nothing superficial in his attack upon the abuses of t c avy. 
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Conscious of his own shortcomings, he made it his business 
that summer to Icam liis duty. If tlicrc were cheats in the 
King s Yards, it was for liim to discover ways to detect tlicm. 
He would rise early to visit the ropeyard at Woolwich, 
there to study tlic several sorts of hemp and the various 
mctliods of dressing them and to make experiments as to 
their respective strengths, until he felt himself competent to 
judge between tliem and to tell at a glance when bad material 
was being served into the Yards. He taught himself, too, to 
measure timber, seeking out his old acquaintance Greatorex, 
the instrument-maker, to recommend him an able instructor, 
and buying a rule with wliich to make his own calculations 
and nonplus the indignant carpenters of the Yards. When a 
contract affecting the royal Forest of Dean was to be drafted, 
Pepys — up at four in die morning — no longer contented 
himself with the clerical part of his business : he must needs 
take down feed’s map and make himself master of the 
geography of the forest. And, finding that in all these new 
activities a knowledge of mathematics was a first requisite, 
he went back to first principles and, a rising man of close on 
thi^, put liimself to school. For, having hired one Cooper, 
a discharged mate of one of the King*s ships whom he had 
known formerly in the Naseby, to teach liim arithmetic of 
an evening, he settled down to learn the multiplication 
tables and rose by candlelight each morning to repeat them 
by rote until he had mastered them. When his month*s 
tuition was done, he made further use of Cooper, taking 
him on the river to point out the various parts of the vessels 
there and getting him to explain the model of a ship which 
he had found in an old chest in his office and quietly annexed. 
Nor was he ungrateful to his tutor, for when liis lessons 
were fimshed he procured the good man promotion as 
master of the Reservct then commissioning under Captain 
Holmes.. It gave him especial pleasure to do so, for it showed 
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the effects of his constant attendance at the Office, his influence 
now being so felt in every action that nothing could pass 
without him. 

In his quest for naval knowledge that summer, Pepys made 
uvo new friends. The fame of liis zeal was bc^nning to 
attract tlie notice of all those who, like liimself, felt the 
humihation of the age-long corruption of the Navy, and one 
August morning there appeared at his office a young man of 
much his own age named Antliony Deane, at that time 
Assistant Sliipwright at Woolwich. Deane promised to dis- 
cover to Pepys the whole abuse that the King suffered in the 
measurement of timber, and also to make him the model of 
a ship. A week later he joined his superior over an early 
breakfast of eggs at die ‘*King s Head” at Bow and then rode 
with him into Epping Forest, where he showed him the 
method of hewing trees and the mystery of h^f square by 
which the service was cheated. Such was Pepys enthusiasm 
at all this that, while dinner was being served at Ilford, he 
occupied himself by measuring the tables and furniture 
according to the rules which his new friend had taught liim. 
Then, after riding down to Barking to view die quay where 
the timber was shipped to Woolwich, he returned home, 
still repeating to himself the rules he had learnt that day. s 
for Deane, he jusdy reckoned him a most valuable acquisi- 
tion: a litde conceited and apt to decry his colleagues, but 
honest and able and a useful man to play agaimt the grwt 
shipbuUding famUy of the Petts, who had established such a 
monopoly in the making of the King s fleets. Hence orwar 
he would give him all the encouragement he 

His other new friend was of a different stamp. Su: a 

Warren, the timber merchant, was one of the greatest 
traders of his day. It was his misfortune to sec his nvjU. 
William Wood, obtain contract 

Navy Office for his deals and masts, a fact which Batten 
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lavish housekeeping in London and Walcliainstow helped to 
explain. Warren now beheld in the sudden activity of the 
Clerk of the Acts, who, he was astute enough to sec, had no 
love for Batten, a chance of ending ^^ood's monopoly. 
He therefore began to show Pepys the most delicate and 
flattering attentions, attuning them carefully to the young 
man s new enthusiasm. One June evening, after transac tin g 
some minor business with him, he offered to show him over 
his deal ships and carried him down the river, where with 
great pains {and the most wanning disinterestedness) he 
explained the difference between his various wares — Dram, 
Swinsound, Christiania — adding many pleasant anecdotes of 
the manner in which the Swedes cut and sawed them. 
Thence he took him to his yard and showed him all his deals, 
spars and balks, till Pepys felt positively proud at acquiring 
so much new knowledge, and finally to his house, where he 
plied him with mum — wine the young official, true to his 
vows, refused and impressed him with his fine possessions. 
A further lesson followed a few weeks later, when from tlie 
nature of the timber the conversation natursdly passed to the 

corruptions of Sir WiUiam Batten and the kind of people 
he employed. 

On another evening in July another caller brought an 
abuse of a new sort to Pepys* notice— a little shyly at first, 
but when he saw his readiness to be informed, more boldly. 
Nearlv a century before, Drake and Hawkins had founded 
the Chatham Chest for disabled seametii each serving sailor 
paying sixpence a month from his wages towards its support. 
Since then grave abuses had crept into its management and 
at the present time it appeared that Batten, one of the 
Governors of the Chest, was not only charging large sums 
of money as private expenses and even as gratuities to him- 
self and creating all sorts of unwarranted offices out of the 
fund for his friends and dependants, but also retaining moneys 
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deducted from seamen’s wages in his own hands. Both from 
the wish to right an injustice and die even greater desire to 
annoy Batten, Pepys joyfully accepted this new charge and 
through Coventry’s aid succeeded in getting the Duke to set 
up a Commission for inspecting the management of die 
Chest. Such officiousness did not make him popular witli 
his colleagues, but among die poor folk who flocked to the 
Office for wages, employment and redress of grievances, 
Pepys became known as a kind and good-hearted man. 

Confident in his own integrity and the support of liis great 
patrons, Pepys fell furiously that summer upon all abuses, big 
and litde. He wrote to Coventry to tell him how his col- 
leagues absented themselves from their dudes so that he was 
left alone in London, and bored a hole in die wainscoting 
of his closet to watch the doings of those small fry, his 
clerks, in their office next door. And that he might discover 
the better the shortcomings of his colleagues and subordi- 
nates, he fell to reading old John Hollond s Discourses of the 
Navy, and found them most entrancing, hitting die very 
diseases of the Navy which we are troubled with ^ 
days**. For was he not now himself his Majesty s watchdog, 
to give the alarm agauist all who troubled his ships an 


Yards? n ru- 

And he waxed great. His superiors diouglit well ot him 

and praised him to one another and to die Duke, who to 

extraordinary joy thanked Lord Sandwich for one person 

brought into the Navy naming myself ; and on C 

and in the Yards men spoke of Pepys j 

pair who between them did all the work of die Ofce. ^ 

all who had business to transact brought it to the cr o 

Acts, knowing that if he took charge of it it would he c^nea 

through. So did his diligence daily gain him ril?r/>n 

employment. He was no longer the least among re • 

And honours came to him. As early as Fe ruary 
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1662, he was swoni a Younger Brother of Trinity House. 
Before tlie year ended, a much greater dignity was conferred 
hitn. He had long been wearying of his employment at 
the Privy Seal : after that first glorious rush of office-holders 
after patents in his first month of service in 1660. the post had 
proved a barren one with httle to do but sign pardons— “a 
deadly number of these — to which no fees were attached. 
By 1662 almost the only benefit left in the place was the right 
it carried to a scat in the Chapel at Whitehall— a modest 
pnvilege which Pepys occasionally claimed. But for die rest 
it interfered sadly with his growing work for the Navy. 
Accordingly on August 17th he relinquished his connection 
with the Privv Seal. Two days later, he was told diat Lord 
Sandwich had nominated him among many noblemen and 
other eminent persons as a member of the Commission set 
up to manage the affairs of England’s new possession, 
Tangier— they included the Duke of York, Prince Rupert, 
the Duke of Albemarle and Lord Sandwicli himself.* Well 
might he tell his Diary that on all hands, by God’s blessing, 
he found himself a rising man. And with liim, on his goings 
and commgs. went the panoply of rank, for now he was 
accompamed by his boy. Will Wayneman, wearing his 
livery of grey tnmmed vrith black and gold lace and a sword 
at his side, outshining by far the boys of Batten and Penn. 

Witli aU this growing honour, Pepys’ wealth did not 
increase that year quite as rapidly as it might have done. In 
early June he noted how dearly he wanted to possess a 
thtmsand pounds, but could as yet only claim £^$^0 towards 
It. The month brought a great increase, and by the end of it 


AlhZ!?! were the Duke of York. Prince Rupert, the Duke of 

^b^arle, Urd Soudiampton, Lord Peterborough, Lord Sandwich 

Coventry, Sir K. 

Ford. ^ Wilh^ Rider, Hugh Cholmley. Thomas Povy, Samuel 
Pepys, Captain Roger Cuttance and John Creed. Routh, Tangier 31. 
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he was master of >{^650, the greatest sum he had yet known. 
But for the rest of the year, for all his hopes to make hintseli 
a profit out of his accounts with Lord Sandwich — “God 
forgive me” — his capital remained much the same. For, 
though his industry tended to bring money his way, his 
soaring ambition, for all his vows to economise, found 
powerful ways to spend it. 

On tlie hetJe house that looked across the courtyard of die 
Navy OflSce, Pepys’ love was still lavished. He had begun 
die year by hanging pictures and arranging pewter sconces 
on the stairs and in the entry ; a month later he spent an enure 
morning watching the colliers move his store of coal from 
its old habitadon to his new cellar, and, though Mrs Pepys 
called repeatedly down to him that diiuier was ready, she 
received no response, and it was three in die afternoon 
before he could be induced to come up from liis grimy, but 
deheious, occupadon. At midsummer he resolved on a far 
more venturous alteradon — no less than the addition of a 
new storey to his house. So on a July Saturday he laid up his 
goods preparatory to the workmen coming in on Monday to 
remove the roof. By July 15th every tile had been lifted, 
and then was seen the sad fate diat befalls die man who 
ventures to uncover his house upon St Swithin*s day. For 
the rain came down and continued to fall for five days, until 
there was not one dry foot above or below in the whole 
house ; and, cold and wet from dabbling in the water, Pepys 
was forced to move his soaked belongings to an empty 
chamber of Sir William Penn s. 

Elizabeth he diouglit it best to move further afield. 
Though she was anydiing but anxious to go, he succeeded in 
persuading her to visit the country until the house in Seething 
Lane was fit again for habitation. Accordingly on July 28th 
he saw her off, with her maid Sarah and the boy Wayncman, 
from the “George” at Holbom Conduit in the coach to 
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Brampton, finding himself that night as usual troubled and 
melancholy for her going, so that even Mr Cooper’s matlie- 
matics lesson failed to console and he was driven before he 
could sleep to comfon himself with his lute. Three nights 
later the lonely husband’s dilemma was increased, for hear- 
ing tliat Sir William Penn’s pretty maid, with whom he had 
secret hopes — “God forgive me” — of having a bout, had 
gone unexpectedly into the country, his errant fancy turned 
upon his old servant Jane, whom Elizabeth had left to look 
after liim; but then doubts intervened, “and I dare not for 
fear she should prove honest and refuse and then tell my 
wife”. Besides, much as he wanted her, it would be a shame 
to himself, he decided, to beg a favour of his wench. So, 
instead, he contented himself with discreetly admiring a 
most pretty young lady, whom he met in the company of 
his uncle and aunt Wight and who was quite securely un- 
approachable; he had also a far from creditable chance 
encounter with his friend Sarah at Lord Sandwich’s lodgings, 
who was too old a hand at the game — he was careful, of 
course, to stop short of the final bastion — and therefore did 
not matter. 

Those who make themselves enemies by their zeal should 
not set their hearts too closely on anything of which men 
can rob them. Pepys had done everything wi thin his power 
that summer to undermine the prestige of Batten and Penn. 
His anxiety to improve his house gave them their rhanc-e of 
revenge. Early in September, Penn — one suspects with the 
greatest joy — buttonholed his young colleague to warn him 
of Sir John Mennes the Comptroller’s anger at the way in 
which his new storey was shutting out his view and block- 
ing his passage to his house of oflSce on the roof. Next day 
the old cavalier himself spoke to Pepys of it, and, taking 
Coventry with him as a witness, insisted on showing him 
Just how much damage his building operations had caused. 
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Poor Pepys was in a fever of apprehension, so much so that 
he could not sleep: “the more fool am I”, he added sadly, 
“and must labour against it for shame, especially I that used 
to preach up Epictetus* rule of Tot ^9* i^uiv Kai Tdi oOk ^9’ 
flUtv**. 

But worse was to come. For Mennes, secretly, as one 
suspects, spurred on by his fellow admirab, now demanded 
Pepys* best chamber as a compensation for the damage done 
him, basing hb claim on the fact that it had belonged to the 
previous occupier of his own house in Commonwealth 
times. But, though he was so troubled and hurt in heart that 
he could scarcely eat, Pepys determined to make a fight to 
save that which he held so dear. Discovering from his 
plasterer and bricklayer tliat the room had always belonged 
to his lodgings, tliough it had been a while lent to a neigh- 
bour by a bachelor rcpubUcan oflScial, he got his clerk 
Hayter to write to his two old school friends for the history 
of the disputed chamber. So armed — for both the men of 
the past obligingly replied, adding their gladness to know 
that Hayter still held his employment* — Pepys resolved the 
more to stand to his right. And faced by such an opponent. 
Mennes tacidy gave way. For though the old gentleman 
loved to bluster and swear (as he did with a vengeance one 
morning when from the Board Room window he espied 
Pepys* workmen putting up raib upon die leads), he was 
lazy and at heart good-natured and had no wnsh for a war 
of attrition. And so the affair gradually lapsed, quietly fading 
into the limbo of forgotten incidents. 

Everything returned to normal. Mrs Pepys came home 
again, carpenters and joiners laid the floors and wamscots of 
the renovated house, and the painting and plastering wme 
to an end. Only the glaziers’ work remained to be completed 

* Their replies to Hayter will be found in Rawlinson MSS. A. 174. 

ff. 3 ^ 7 . 329 
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aiid die furniture to be put in place. This also the busy days 
brought to pass. On November 22nd the whole edifice of 
reconstrucdon was crowned by a new-fashioned knocker 
wliich the workmen before their departure fastened upon the 
front door. And Pepys looked upon it all and saw that it 
was good. 



chapter X 
Pots and Pans 


"The fierce Devil ofjealousy, which haunts the houses of marrjed folks, 
rendering them no less unhappy, dismal and clamorous than the Temple 
of Moloch, where such children and servants as you most delight in shall 
pass through the fire of daily contention." Francis Osborne, Advice to a 
Son. 

On Sunday, November 2nd, 1662, Pepys lay long in bed, 
talking with great pleasure with his wife, in whom, he wrote, 

never had greater content, blessed be God! than now, she 
continuing with the same care and thrift and innocence, so 
long as I keep her from occasions of being otherwise, as ever 
she was in her life, and keeps the house as well”. But in 
stating his contentment, he stated also the problem of its 
maintenance. It was not easy to keep his wife from "occa- 
sions of being otherwise**. 

For Elizabeth by nature was neither careful nor dirifty ; 
one could not even be certain that she was innocent. If left 
to herself she put things in the wrong place and forgot where 
they were, threw her clothes by untidily and even left her 
scarf, waistcoat and night-dressings in a coach rctun^g 
from some Christmas festivities at Lord Sandwich’s— 
“though” (as Samuel confessed) “she did give them to me 
to look after, yet it was her fruit not to see that I did take 
them out of the coach”. As for her economy, it was c^^c 
in the extreme: at one moment the domestic staff would be 
threatening mutiny because she had gone out leaving no 
victuals for them; at another her husband would be forced 

S.P. — G 
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TO put aside his official labours to reduce the size of the house- 
keeping bills. Nor were her relations with her servants 
happy. She had taken to the country with her that summer 
Will Wayncman and Sarah, an admirable maid, tall and well 
favoured and an excellent worker — Samuel thought her as 
good a servant as ever came into a house — who had been 
with them since the previous autumn. "While at Brampton, 
Elizabeth quarrelled violently with both of them ; declared 
that the boy had been g:uilty of offences not fit to be named 
and that Sarah was too ill-natured to live with. All this was 
infinitely distressing to Pepys, who hked to live on good 
terms widi his maids and to sit of an evening in the kitchen 
in merry discourse with them. Elizabeth made this almost 
impossible. 

Yet there was a deeper cause for Mrs Pepys’ domestic 
unrest than her weariness of Sarah or her dislike of the boy’s 
vices. For like every woman she secretly wished to excel, to 
be like the fine ladies on the fringes of whose world her 
husband in his official capacity moved, to keep a gentle- 
woman as companion, go to plays and have adorers. But the 
very industry that was carrying her husband forward on his 
career seemed to shut all these things the further from her. 
For poor Elizabeth lost both ways : her husband’s absorption 
in his work deprived her of his company and his abjuration 
of pleasure of other people’s. She grew fretful and lonely, 
imtil even Pepys began to perceive that something was amiss. 

He tried at first to quell her discontent by anger, but then 
the fire that was in her flamed up and scorched his fingers. 
One November afternoon he was disturbed in the Office by 
a letter from her; angrily he put it in his pocket, guessing it 
to be some querulous protest against his injustice and mean- 
ing to bum it before her face. When he came home that night 
he would not speak to her but went to bed, sullen and silent. 
But in the morning, as he related, “she begim to talk . . . 
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and to be friends, believing all this while that I had read her 
letter, which I perceived by her discourse was full of good 
counsel, and relating the reason of her desiring a woman, 
and how little charge she did intend it to be to me. So I began 
and argued it so full and plain to her, and she to resign it 
wholly to me, to put her away, and take one of the Bowyers 
if I did dislike her*’. But after a little while Pepys, who 
always knew how to be wise in the last resort, yidded and 
agreed to his wife’s desire to take a gentlewoman as her 
companion into his household. Nor was he without motives 
of his own in so doing. 

Elizabeth’s brother Baity had already found the young 
lady. Her name was Gosnell, one of two sisters, 
attractive, vivacious* and accomplished at singing and 
dancing. Doubtful as Samuel was about the whole business, 
he could not help a secret longing to have so desirable a 
creature beneath his roof: their little NUrmottc, he and 
Elizabeth in their talk called her. Earlv in December she 
came, to depart again almost immediately. For she had been 
in the house only three days— a delight to Samuel, who kept 
coming back from the Office at all hours to share her 
pany, and a most graceful sight to behold attending Elizabcm 
to church — before it transpired that Baity had beguiled the 
young woman into coming with lying t^ of daily visits 
to Court and plays. Not finding tliese delights obcamable at 
the Pepyses*. the young lady prompdy made an excuse and 
went home. When next Pepys saw her, she was on the stage. 
In the meantime he cheered himself up by the thought Aat 
the expense of keeping such a one would have been alt^ 
gether beyond his means and that her departure wm really 
a concealed providence to prevent him from running behmd- 
hand in the world. As for his wife, poor wretch he must 
find some other way of relieving the tedium and loneliness 

of her life. Perhaps work would do it. 
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So the changes in die household followed for the moment 
a more ordinary turn. Sarah went, weeping piteously and 
all but causing her kind employer to do so too, and £ring a 
parting shot as he kissed her a last good-night by revealing 
that Elizabeth had been giving money and clothes to her 
beggarly brother. A new cook called Susan arrived, also 
recommended by the inevitable Baity, for which Pepys liked 
her never the better — but a good, well-looked la^ — and 
Jane was promoted to the dignity of chamber-maid, at 
wliich he was secredy pleased, though he was careful not to 
say so. And Will 
be sent home. 

Cold, with the housetops covered with snow — a sight 
Samuel had not seen for three years — ‘the winter of 1662-3 
was a troubled one. It began with hopes and was attended 
with successive discouragements. At the end of October 
there had appeared an informer who had given notice to 
Lord Sandwicli of ^7000 buried beneath the Tower by one 
of its republican governors. Sandwich at once sent for 
Pepys and asked him to act as his agent in the search for diis 
secret treasure. Armed with the royal warrant and accom- 
panied by Mr Wade, the discoverer, and a small party with 
pickaxes, the Clerk of the Acts made his way Towerwards, 
and there — being forced like a modem tourist to leave his 
sword at the gate — spent several days digging in the cellars 
beneath Cold Harbour. But no treasure was ever found, and 
neither the King nor Lord Sandwich nor Wade nor Pepys 
was ever a penny the richer for the undertaking. “We went 
away*’, wrote the last, “like foob.” 

Then there was Uncle Thomas. This troublesome fellow 
and his son the turner were still trying to upset Robert Pepys* 

* He, or his shadow, reappears for a moment in Anthony Wood*s 
pages as buder to Ralph Sheldon of Weston. Wood, Life and Times, n. 
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Wayncman* for his naughty tricks was to 
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will and obtain possession of the Brampton estate, which 
should otherwise have come to them as heirs-at-law. Ever 
since the beginning of 1662 they had been holding meetings 
with Samuel, usually with one or other of his Impington 
relations as arbitrators, with a view to a settlement, but these 
family conferences had invariably ended with words on both 
sides. When Samuel, as befitted one of his Majesty s Prin- 
cipal Officers of the Navy, wrote rebuking Thomas the 
turner for failing to keep an appointment, his cousin wrote 
back “in the very same slighting terms as I did to him, with- 
out the least respect at aS, which**, added that truly just 
man, the Clerk of the Acts, “argues a high and noble spirit 
in him**. Yet it was annoying. And when in October he 
was forced to journey down into the mists of Huntingdon- 
shire to meet Uncle Thomas* action to invaUdatc the will at 
Brampton Court, it was still more so. The case was heard 
on October 14th, and the jury, carefully primed by the two 
Thomas Pepyses, were prepared to find that the will had 
not observed the custom of the Manor and that the estate, 
therefore, passed to the heirs-at-law. But Samuel had also 
done his part to smooth the course of justice and in a long 
private interview on the previous day with Sir Robert 
Bernard had obtained his promise to persuade the jury to 
put off his uncle*s admittance to the estate. This Bem^d 
succeeded in doing, and Samuel was able to return to London 
feeling that for me moment at any rate his dihgence had 
averted disaster. 

Once more the negotiations for a composition were re- 
sumed. On November 24th the parties met in the Temple, 
Samuel bringing Roger and Dr John Pepys of Impington ^ 
his arbitrators. The choice was not a happy one, for Uncle 
Thomas’s champions, not being related'as Samuel s were to 
both parties, were far higher in their demands and inadent- 
ally much better acquainted with the terms of the will, and 
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they ended by requesting that he should give a personal bond 
of j^2000 to stand to their award. This he flatly refused to 
do. After that the conference broke up, and Pepys was some- 
what relieved next day when his cousins begged, on account 
of their dual kinship, to be excused from further arbitration. 

But tlie dispute still remained unsettled, and there seemed 
a strong Ukeliliood tliat it would end in poor Samuel being 
left to support his father and family ; a great pull-back to him 
in his fortune, he reckoned moumfully, it would be. The 
tliought of it troubled him even in his dreams. Meanwhile 
there were Toin*s affairs requiring settlement. In the autumn 
Samuel had made a further strenuous attempt to marry him 
off suitably, but the silly creature had elected, of all un- 
reasonable things, to fall in love with his prospective mistress 
and so entirely to prejudice the match. For Tom in his in- 
fatuation had ended by offering on behalf of Samuel, who 
was to foot the bill, a jointure nearly twice as large as that 
which he had authorised, and jproposed, moreover, to accept 
a portion far lower than such a jointure would merit. At 
wmch Pepys was stark mad and broke off the negotiations. 
But though he pointed out to his foolish brother that he 
would not have been as much as the better off for 

such a one-sided match, the poor fool still moped and 
whined for his mistress: not even a delicate, fat pig which 
he gave him for dinn er could comfort him . 

At the beginning of 1663 the shadow of law lay heavy on 
Pepys. Once more his Uncle Thomas returned to die attack, 
suing all the Brampton tenants for rent which they had paid 
to his father. On February ist he received an ominous piece 
of news, that through Lord Sandwiches interest Sir Robert 
Bernard had been turned out of his Recordership of 
Huntingdon ; this, he feared, Bernard in revenge might well 
visit on him at Brampton. He therefore hastened to come 
to a composition. A few days later he again met his uncle 
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and cousin at Roger Pepys’ chambers and, la),Tng the whole 
state of the property very frankly before them, made them 
an offer. After a day’s delay, still higher demands on their 
part and much talk, it was accepted. It was, from Samuel s 
point of view, any thin g but an advantageous settlement, tor 
it deprived him of all real profit from the estate for many 
years to come, but it offered peace and liberty from litiga- 
tion, and for this alone was worth having. Good Roger Pepys 
was so sensible of it that he could not forbear weeping. 

It was well to have the family htigation settled, for not 
only was the Trice suit in Chancery still dragging on, but 
a more furious legal peril now threatened. For a year past 
Pepys had been harassed by the insolences of a scoundrel 
named Field, whom he and his fellow officers had 
mitred to prison for some ill words against tlic Nai^ Office. 
Since then Field had subpoenaed them, complained of them 
to the King for disregarmng an information he had made to 
them of embezzlement in the dockyards and brought an 
action against each of them for £30 damages for t^sc 
imprisonment, based on the unfortunate fact that ffieir 
cx-offido authority as Justices, though it held good in 
Middlesex, did not run in the City of London. In Oaober, 
1662, a verdict was found for Field, and Pepys was informed 
by counsel that judgment must be given accotdmgly. 
However, he ttusted that the King would protect him. 

Then was seen one of those demonstrations of the majesty 
of English law and liberty, so bewildering to foreigners 
accustomed to more absolute forms of goven^ent. Pepys 
and his feUow officers had behaved in all good ^th and m 
pursuance of their duty. On the morning of Febru^ 21st 
there walked into the Office a fcUow, as though upon 
ordinary business, who pulled out a writ from the Court ot 
Exchequer and calmly informed the Cl^k of the Ack cha 
he was his prisoner: “mechought it did strike me to the 
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heart”, wrote poor Pepys, “to think that we could not sit 
in the middle of tlie King’s business”. However, he put a 
bold face on it and telling tlie fellow how he was employed, 
bade him have a care ; at which the latter withdrew to wait 
for him outside. 

There ensued that afternoon the strange spectacle of one 
of his Majesty’s Principal Officers besieged in nis house at the 
Navy Office by bailiffs, while one of his colleagues, the old 
Comptroller, went peeking up and down Whitehall seeking 
some authority to rescue him. One thing this legal outrage 
did, which almost nothing else in the world could have 
done: it reunited for a moment the Principal Officers. For 
Sir Wilham and Lady Batten anxiously watched firom their 
window while their old enemy Pepys, aided by their black 
servant Mingo, climbed over tlicir backyard wall and sought 
shelter in their house. Thence he was rescued an hour or two 
later by the arrival of the Board’s solicitor, who reported 
that the Court’s fees had been satisfied and that he was free to 
go abroad. 

A final passage of words followed before the invaders 
departed — * the most rake-shamed rogues that ever 1 saw in 
my life” — the Battens flinging jibes at them from the win- 
dow, which they answered in as high terms, calling Pepys 
rogue and rebel and swearing to come again vrith the sheriff 
and untile the house. After mat, to prove to the neighbours 
that the businesswasnoworsethanitwas, the Clerk of the Acts 
showed himself outside, but it was some days before he could 
bring himself to walk straight to his own front door or see 
a man standing in the street without quaking and sweating. 
It made him bless God that he was not in that sad condition 
that many a poor man was for debt, Hable to be seized at 
any moment and thrown into prison. And to comfort him- 
self he relaxed his vow and took a turn at the playhouse to 
see The Slighted Maid and regale himself with the spectacle of 
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a girl dancing in boy’s apparel, “she having -very fine legs, 
only bends in the hanis, as I perceive all women do”. As for 
the case itself, it dragged on for many a weary month, 
causing poor Pepys a fit of apprehension every time he saw 
Stint, Field’s one-eyed soheitor. One effect of it was to make 
him write a long paper to Coventry on the “111 Conse- 
quences of the Want of Authority in the Prindpal Officers 
and Commissioners of the Navy to act as Justices of die 
Peace within the City of London’’.* 

In other matters there was small unity between the mem- 
bers of the Navy Board. Pepys’ activity of the previous year 
had temporarily caused liis lazier colleagues to bestir them- 
selves: diat January Coventry pointed out to him how 
marked an improvement there was in Batten’s conduct. But 
this did not altogether please Pepys. He preferred to be 
thought the only man of business in the Office. And he was 
therefore quicker than ever to detect the faults of his fellows : 
certainly his judgments of them in his Diary that year do 
not err on the side of kindness. Mennes, who visited him so 
tenderly during a February bout of fever and itching 
pimples, was set down as a mad coxcomb and an old dotard 
led by the nose and Batten as the knave who did the leading. 
Nor did he spare to tell Coventry exactly what he thought of 
them, easing his mind to him in the Matted Gallery ac 
Wliitchall of his discontent “to sec things of so great trust 
carried so neglectfully and what pitiful service the Comp- 
troller and Surveyor make of their duties”. 

They fought each other about many things. Mcimcs, 
half-fuddled, took Pepys aside and told him how Penn was 
urging the Duke to make him joint Comptroller on the 
ground that the office could never be performed adequately 


* Now preserved among Pepys' naval letters at Greenwich and 
printed in Tanner’s Further Correspondence. Though undated, it plainly 
Delongs to this period. 
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by one man ; this, of course, made the old Admiral mad. To 
vex Penn, Pepys did all he could to prevent this (though 
time was to show the necessity of the change) and stirred 
Mennes up to such a pitch that there was no proceeding in 
the matter. Yet no one knew better than he how incom- 
petent the Comptroller was: “to sec**, he laughed, “how 
the old man do strut and swear that he understands all his 
duty as easily as crack a nut and easier . . . for his teeth are 
gone”. 

Pepys himself had one battle royal that spring. Captain 
Holrncs of the Reserve returned in March from the Straits 
full of complaints of his master. Cooper, whose appointment 
the Clerk of the Acts had secured in the previous summer as 
a reward for teaching him arithmetic. Holmes reported that 
Cooper was a mutineer, a man so ignorant in his duty that 
he had endangered the ship, and a drunkard. Pepys did not 
believe it, but, feeling himself concerned in the matter, wrote 
Cooper a majestic letter, enquiring of the truth of the 
charges, “so”, he explained, “I may neither be misled in the 
defending you against his reports to whom (as your com- 
mander) we ought to give credence till the contrary appear 
nor in condemning you if you have not deserved it*’. The 
upshot was a first-class row at a Board meeting between 
Pepys and Holmes. The latter, instead of accepting the 
former’s offers of mediation, charged Cooper in the most 
passionate manner with almost every fault known to naval 
discipline. Upon which almost as passionately Pepys pro- 
tested against the injustice of condemning a man imheard 
and allowed himself the use of some equally high language 
till Holmes muttered that it was well for him he did not 
speak so outside. After chat the fat was in the fire. 

Though Pepys told his Diary his fears, he was no coward. 
Expecting a challenge, he encountered Holmes two days 
later at Lord Sandwich’s door and, seeing his confusion. 
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walked straight up to him aud told him not to go away 
since he would not spoil his visit. This frank behaviour so 
disarmed the swashbuckler, who was not accustomed to 
opposition, chat he as good as apologised for liis words, and, 
after the Clerk of the Acts had spoken out liis mind, the two 
fell to cjuite amiable discourse. Only Cooper was left with 
any cause of complaint, for Pepys now washed his hands of 
him as a fuddling, troublesome fellow and one whom he was 
contented should be turned out of liis place. 

Yet to a man who he felt deserved well of liim he could be 
a true friend and patron. When in May poor honest Tom 
Hayter, liis chief clerk, was caught at a dissenting meeting- 
house in defiance of tlie Act of Uniformity and taken to the 
Counter, it was Pepys to whom he turned for help. Nor 
did he appeal in vain. When Pepys asked him to promise not 
to commit tiic same offence again so diat he could voucli for 
him to his superiors, Hayter replied that “he durst not do it 
whatever God in His providence should do with him, and 
that for my part he did bless God and thank me for all die 
love and londness I have shewed him hitherto. I could not 
widiout tears in my eyes”, Pepys added, “discourse vith 
him further.” But he went straight to Coventry and, by 
pleading for his clerk, secured a promise of the Duke of 
York's protccdon. 

Even more strikingly was Pepys' tenderness, when once 
his heart was touched, shown in his dealings with his father. 
The old man visited London again that April to discuss liis 
afiairs with his son. Since die composition with Uncle 
Thomas these were unpromising enough, and on going 
through his accounts Samuel found that he was spending 
double his income. He tmdertook, so far as be could, to 
make up the deficiency, and then, since the total revenue of 
the estate could not for the present exceed £75 a year, of 
which charged on annuities to Unde Thomas and. 
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Aunt Perkin, he explained the whole situation very carefully 
to his father and Tom, urging the former to “good hus- 
bandry and to be living within the compass of £50 a year, 
and all in such kind words, as made not only both them but 
myself to weep, and I hope it will have a good effect’*. 
It is easy to blame a young man with an income of several 
hundreds for so sententiously expecting his father to hvc on 
a fraction of that sum ; but to be j ust it should be remembered 
that no man supports poor relations with enthusiasm, and 
that Pepys, whatever ms secret thoughts were, never failed 
to do so tenderly and manfully. 

And just then he wanted money and wanted it badly. For 
nearly a year his capital balance had remained almost station- 
ary in the neighbourhood of : indeed, at the end of 
February, 1663, it had declined by nearly ^$0 from its peak 
of the previous summer. And until a few weeks before he 
had been confronted witli the likelihood of having to 
support his entire family, mother, sister and two brothers, 
to say nothing of his vnfe and her beggarly relations. A man 
may be pardoned for being frugal and calculating in such 
circumstances. 

With the spring of 1663 P^ys’ financial afiairs began to 
look up. A steady increase of about ^10 a month carried 
his capital account forward to the record figure of 3^726 
by the end of May. This improvement was due not to 
economy but to an increase in his revenue. His industry 
of the previous summer was beginning to reap its reward. 
For all men who had dealings with the Navy were now 
aware that the favour of the Clerk of the Acts was a tiling 
worth wooing. 

And they wooed. A year before it had been with a stately 
cake that a Chatham merchant had sought his friendship; 
now they said it with silver and gold. On a February evening 
Sir William Warren himself came to the door of the house 
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in Seething Lane» and, leaving a box, went on his way. 
Opened, it was found to contain a pair of gloves for EUza- 
beth and for Samuel a fair state dish of silver and a cup with 
his arms most gracefully cut upon them. The Commissioner- 
ship for Tangier also proved valuable : there were lucrative 
contracts to be made for victualling that place, and, accord- 
ing to the custom of the time, those of his Majesty’s officers 
who did the work had to be suitably rewarded by tlie mer- 
chants who made a profit from it. So Pepys : “Which I did 
not demand, but did silently consent to it, and money I 
perceive something will be got thereby”. He was right. As 
nc came out of Wliitehall a week later, a trader whom he 
had befriended slipped a letter into his hand. “But I did not 
open it till I came home . . . and there I broke it open, not 
looking into it till all the money was out, that I might say 1 
saw no money in the paper if ever I should be questioned 
about it. There was a piece in gold and in silver.” No 
wonder after such presents that a well-meaning side of pork 
seemed a little clumsy ; it would be a pound of candles or a 
shoulder of mutton next, he told Elizabeth. 

She, poor girl, raised her hopes at these accessions of 
fortune and returned to the attack to win herself another 
companion. Such was her desire for one that she even pro- 
posed the despised Pall (now engaged at Brampton in such 
innocent country recreations as making paper baskets). Once 
more the offiending letter was produced — for it appeared 
that on occasion Elizabeth as well as Samuel made copies of 
her epistles ; it made her husband mad to read it, so piquant 
it was, and wrote in English and most of it true. Furiously he 
bade her destroy it, anX when she refused, tore it from her 
hand and, leaping out of bed, thrust it and the bundle of 
papers from which she had taken it into the pocket of his 
breeches, hastily drawing them on lest she should recapture 
it. Then, before her face and one by one, he tore up all her 
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papers, even his old letters and the will in which he had left 
his all to her, she crying all the while and begging him not 
to, and he sick at heart to do so and yet passionate with rage 
to think of the dishonour it would have been to him had 
anyone found it. After that, rather naturally, there followed 
on both sides a severe fit of the sulks. Yet before the day 
ended Mrs Pepys had secured a new moire gown. 

And in the end she got her way. After prolonged negotia- 
tions and questionings it was agreed that Mr AshwcU’s 
daughter Mary, then finishing her education at a young 
lady's school at Chelsea, should come to Seething L^e as 
Ehzabeth's maid. On March 12th, 1663, she arrived — a new 
cook, Harmah (for Jane Wayneman had left to better her- 
self), entering the household at much the same time. The 
first impressions were admirable — a pretty girl (but not too 
pretty), humble and active and “ingenious at all sorts of 
fine works which pleases me very well and I hope will be 
very good entertainment for my wife without much cost". 
Above all she was musical and played the harpsichord in 
quite a commendable way, and Samuel, delighted to have a 
pupil, rushed out to buy her a virginal-book. 

Yet, as another great student of human nature in the 
feminine found, young ladies, who in their first acquaintance 
are all silent modesty can desire, in thdr familiar play too 
often prove to be as loud as hogs in a gate. So it was with 
Ashwell — ^*a merry jade”, Samuel, who was quick to bring 
out the playfulness of any young woman, noted before she 
had been a week in the house. Not that he minded : so long 
as she remained a novelty he was delighted with her. But 
beft>re long certain distressing results of her presence mani- 
fested themselves. For one diing, he found hunself slipping, 
all too contentedly, into a round of pleasure which took 
him firom his business and cost money : the resurrection of 
his old fiddle and the purchase of a bass viol, cards, which 
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Ashwell taught the family to play of an evening, and as 
summer drew on a good many jaunts — walks to the Half 
Way House at Rotherhithe to gather cowslips beside the 
river, or to Woolwich to hear the nightingales sing, rides 
amid the fashionable throng in Hyde Park on a horse which 
proved rather too mettlesome for Samuel’s modest skill, and 
even a visit to the new Theatre Royal in Orury Lane. This 
last seemed to entrench on his vows, still renewed and read 
over every Sabbath, though he skilfully managed to avoid 
his forfeit by reminding himself that the Theatre Royal had 
not been in existence when he had sworn to avoid the play- 
houses. But he knew that he had done wrong. 

And worse: for Elizabeth also began to be seduced by 
this itch for pleasure which Ashwell had brought into the 
household. She, too, played cards, asked for Jaunts and plays 
and craved for variety and amusement. Moreover, encour- 
aged by AshwcU’s presence, she began to assert herscli'; and 
when her husband reproached her for failing to keep tlie 
house clean, she called him “pricklousc”. To t^uict her and 
keep his power over her undisturbed, he was forced to lay 
out money to buy her clothes. 

With tlie same excellent intention, and also because 
Ashwell. fresh from school, liad a very fine carriage and put 
his wife to shame by contrast, he encouraged Ehzabetli to 
take dancing lessons. He could scarcely have made a more 
disastrous mistake. On April 25^^ Pcmbleton, the^dancing- 
master, first appeared — “a pretty neat black man . He had 
soon complete^ turned Ehzabeth s litdc head. Though, in 
the eyes at any rate of her husband, she was anything but 
adept at dancing, she became so conceited that she even 
refused to listen to his criddsm. Moreover, she made h^ 
take lessons too, till the entire household was engaged (at 
some expense) in practising the steps of coOTtos and ttcadmg 
country dances. Nor did Pemblcton s skill fril, for he soon 
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had Samuel also thinking chat he was like to make a dancer. 
“I think I shall come on to do something in a little time”, he 
wrote proudly. 

But when his wife made the dancing-master come twice 
a day and would think of nothing else, Pepys began to grow 
angry. A day or two later he came home to find the two 
of them alone above, not dancing now but talking. At once 
he was in a fire of jealousy, scarcely able to work or sleep, 
blaming his own folly yet ashamed to tell Elizabeth what 
ailed liim, and so desperate that he made a hundred excuses 
to discover evidences for his suspicions, even to prying to 
see whether she “did wear drawers’*. Yet in his very agony 
there was something noble in the mind that could see so 
clearly its own meanness and frailty : “for which I deserve 
to be beaten if not really served as I am fearful of being, 
especially since God knows that 1 do not find honesty 
enough in my own mind but that upon a small temptation I 
could be false to her, and therefore ought not to expect more 
Justice from her. But God pardon both my sin and my folly 
herein.” 

It was his old disease again. Once or twice in the past year 
or two it had returned — notably in the autumn of 1661 
when his wife liad encountered at the theatre a son of Lord 
John Somerset whom she had known in France before her 
marriage, and who had put Samuel into a fever of appre- 
hension by giving her a bracelet of rings and trying to make a 
secret appointment with her. A little later Captain Holmes* 
appearance had caused a recurrence of his alarm, and he had 
even had some fears of mild Mr Hunt of Axe Yard, whom 
he had once found in a room alone with his wife. But 
nothing had ever been as bad as this. On May 19th the 
Pepyses, accompanied by Ashwell and the inevitable Pemblc- 
ton, made an evening’s expedition by water to the Half 
Way House for a game of ninepins, and here Samuel’s 
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“damned jealousy*’ again took fire at seeing Elizabeth and 
her friend (who were on the same side) take hands, though 
he admitted that it was probably only in sport. Yet it was 
typical of his curious, alert mind that even at such a moment 
as this he sat up for several hours over his Diary recording 
not only his jealousy, but, at vast length and wealth of 
detail, his impressions of the Mint, where he had been sight- 
seeing that morning. 

Next day when he went home from the Office at noon, 
there was Pembleton dancing. Later in the afternoon, after 
dining at Trinity House, he saw the fellow sneaking away 
from his house, having dined there, nor did Elizabeth by 
saying nothing of this circumstance allay his suspicions. 
And in the evening there was Pembleton again for another 
lesson. 

Pepys expostulated, but his doing so only led to such high 
words on Elizabeth’s part that he made a vow not to re- 
proach her again until her montli of dancing was over — 
after which, he resolved, there should be no more of it. But 
when she used the word “devil”, he felt bound to tell her 
that she must not use such language ; then, to his horror, she 
merely mocked him — in Ashwell’s presence too, so that he 
was powerless to protest at an insult for less than which he 
would formerly have struck her. “So that”, he wrote, “I 
fear without great discretion I shall go near to lose too my 
command over her, and nothing do it more than giving her 
this occasion of dancing and other pleasures, whereby her 
mind is taken up from her business and finds other sweets 
besides pleasing of me.” 

There was no release from the torture even on Sundav. 
For when Pepys went to church, hoping to enjoy the sight 
of a pretty lady who was staying with Peg Penn, he could 
sec nothing during the sermon but Pembleton in the gallery 
leering upon his wife; moreover, she curtsied back at him 
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and then pretended she had not seen him. Two days later, 
returning unexpectedly from the Office, he discovered the 
two of them in circumstances which forced him to conclude 
that there was something more than ordinary between them, 
which so upset him that for some time he wandered like 
one distracted in a torment ofjealousy between his o6Gce and 
his home, flying now and then to write a few words in his 
beloved Diary for comfort — telling how his trouble was so 
great that “I know not at this very moment that I now write 
this almost what cither I write or am doing, nor how to 
carry myself to my wife in it, being unwilling to speak of it 
to her for making of any breach . . . nor let it pass for fear 
of her continuing to offend me and the matter grow worse. 

. . . This is my devihsh jealousy, which I pray God may be 

false, but it makes a very hell in my mind, which the God 
of heaven remove or I shall be very unhappy**. And un- 
happicr still he was, for when in the afternoon he again 
sneaked back from the Office, they were again alone in the 
house. Secretly he crept upstairs to sec whether any of the 
beds were out of order ; they were unruffled. Not that that 
contented him. And that night he spoke not one word to 
his wife. 

But Elizabeth knew what ailed him. When next morning 
she took hold of him as he slipped out of bed and asked him 
what was the matter, he taxed her with her indiscretion, 
“but she quickly told me my own, knowing well enough 
that it was my old disease ofjealousy which I disowned, but 
to no purpose**. Later in the day he found her in a musty 
humour, enquiring of him in front of Ashwell when he 
would be coming home, as she wished to postpone Pcmble- 
ton*s dancing lesson till then, not venturing to have him in 
the house save when he was there. It all made life exceed^ 
ingly difficult; however, Samuel put as good a face as he 
could on it, sent a lofry message round to the house when 
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Pemblcton arrived that he was detained at die Office, and, 
when he finally joined the dancers, did his best to appear 
merry and unconcerned lest the fellow should publish his 
shame about the town. And then, as it was the last evening 
of his month, Elizabeth paid her master off, and he was 
cleared. 

Yet Pepys* troubles were by no means over. For Elizabeth 
understood nicely how to turn the tables on him : declared 
her Jealousy of Ashwell, of whose company he knew well he 
was too fond, and, whenever he tried to reassert himself, 
relied on that young woman’s presence to snap her fingers 
in his face. Altogether it was a sadly changed Elizabeth 
whom he had now to wife, and bitterly did he curse his folly 
that he had ever let her Icam to dance or given her such a 
companion as Ashwell to rouse her dormant spirit. The only 
hope was to send her away to the country for a while and 
trust to time to ctire her. And this at least he was able to 
persuade her to. 

Nor till she went was he free of his Jealousy. The dispatch 
of the boy on an unknown errand, liis wife’s absence from 
the house on a visit to his father’s, the return of Pcmbleton 
to give a farewell lesson before she left town, all put him into 
the old fever. Once more he lay abed to make sure that 
Elizabeth put on her drawers before she went out, “which 
poor soul she did, and yet I could not get off my suspicions”. 
And not rill he had packed both her and Ashwell into tlic 
country coach for Brampton on June 15th was his mind 
eased. There were no ocher travellers, he was relieved to see, 
but some women and a parson. 

Then, though his heart was troubled for her absence, he 
was at peace. He did not worry that afternoon when Lord 
Sandwich turned to old Mennes and said. “Sir John, 
what do you think of your neighbour’s wife?** — looking 
straight at Samuel — “do you not chink that he hath a great 
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beauty to his wife?” Rather he was glad, and very 
proud. For at Brampton this coveted beauty was surely 
quite safe. 

With Elizabeth safely stored, Pepys saw a new regime of 
work and success opening before liim. Midsummer Day 
had come with a sense of dme passing and nothing done: 
now he would amend. So he renewed his vows and took an 
additional one of peculiar ferocity against strong drink of all 
kinds until November: “God send”, he prayed, “that it 
may not prejudice my health”. Then he setded down to rise 
early and apply himself to his business : to refresh his mind, 
he read over all the Office correspondence since his first 
appointment, entering the more important letters into his 
own private manuscript book. He was already laying the 
foundations of his great collections of sea papers and — 
though this had scarcely yet taken shape in his mind — of a 
future history of the Navy. He also renewed his attack upon 
the abuses and corruptions of the service. With his new scale 
for measuring timber — delicately adorned by Mr Cocker 
witli a brass almanack and other ingenious devices — he 
became a perfect terror in the Yards. The King’s sleeping 
ships felt liis presence too : when on a visit to Chatham, he 
swooped down' on warsliip after warsliip to find not an 
officer aboard nor a single man awake. And once again he 
opened fire on his colleagues, and, since Penn lay bedridden 
most of that year with gout and so escaped his broadsides, 
the bnmt fell on the Surveyor. “I will not”, Pepys wrote 
indignantly — though the offending contractor sent him a 
barrel of sturgeon to appease him — “have the King abused 
so abominably in the price of what we buy by Sir W. 
Batten’s corruption and underhand dealing.” Pett of 
Chatham was io added that summer to Pepys* gallery of 
ill-favoured portraits — a man of words and little ebe, he 
found , him. All of which, of course, did not tend in certain 
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quarters to make Pepys popular. But at Court and among 
the merchants on ’Change his name now passed for one 
that did the King’s business wholly and well. 

Yet all was not well with Pepys. Whether it was the wet 
summer — it scarcely ceased to rain for four months— or the 
unsettling effect of Ashwell and Pembleton, he could not 
truly settle to his work again. Even the early rising soon 
went by the board. Something in him craved for pleasure 
and that, alas, pleasure of no seemly kind. For since nis wife 
had departed he had fallen into the habit of making a bad 
use of his fancy with whatever woman he had a mind to, 
and nighdy, the day’s work done, he drew them to him in 
his lonely bed. One day he went to the Court to see the 
Maids of Honour coming out from a riding expedition, 
“talking and fiddling with their hats and feathers, and chang- 
ing ana trying one another’s by one another s heads, and 
laughing. But it was the finest sight to me”, he told his 
Diary, “considering their great beauties and dress that ever 
I did see in all my hfe. But above all Mrs Stewart (who 
was the King’s new favourite) “in this dress, with her hat 
cocked and a red plume, with her sweet eye, httle Roman 
nose and excellent taille, is now the greatest beauty I ever 
saw, 1 think”. That night, before he slept, he fancied himself 
to sport with Frances Stewart. 

But there was another favourite of the Khig s, seen also 
that day, who had long found favour in Samuel’s eyes. Ever 
since he had first set eyes on her at the theatre, Barbara 
Palmer, Countess of Castlcmaine, had thrilled him ; never 
enough, he told himself, could he admire her beauty. Even 
the sight of her smocks and petticoats hanging up to dry in 
the Privy Garden at Whitehall had power to fill him with 
a strange rapture. When she was out of favour with Charl«, 
though Pepys disapproved strongly of their association, he 
was sorry, and when she was restored to her old position of 
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power and shame, he was glad in spite of himself.* It was 
almost a romance. 

Not that Samuel Pepys was a man to be satisfied with 
anything so insubstantial as a passion for a woman to whom 
he liad never spoken. There were in London certain 
acquaintances of liis earlier days who doubtless if put to it 
would prove as frail, if not altogether as fair, as the inaccess- 
ible Castlcmaiiie. With one of these, Betty Lane, he fell into 
talk on a late June day as he walked among the stalls in 
Westminster Hall ; and when the girl told him that she never 
went abroad with any man as she used to do, he invited her 
to join him over a lobster at die Rlienish wine-house in 
Cannon Row, where he so towsled and fondled her that a 
passer-by, observing dieir dalhance, Hung a stone at the 
window and cried aloud — “ Sir, why do you kiss the gentle- 
woman so?” Upon wliich he quickly sUpped out of the back 
way — unobserved, he hoped. 

Thereafter he was ready to seize whatever pleasure of this 
kind he could find — provided always that it was attended 
with safety. A girl met in a casual encounter in a tavern, 
pretty and very modest, was fit for three or four quick kisses 
— “God forgive me, I had a mind to something more”. 
Becky Allen, now come up to town a married woman, 
pale and tall, was eagerly desired, though no opportunity 
offered ; little Betty Hewlett, whom he had long jesdngly 
called his wife, was followed across Palace Yard in hopes of 
a little dalliance; Perm’s pretty maid coming into the Office 
to fetch a sheet of paper was caressed and kissed. Almost any 
woman was food for his fancy in this hot humour ; on more 
than one occasion he went abroad hoping to light upon 
some lady of pleasure — “but blest be God there was none” 


* **Buc strange it is how for her beauty I am willing to construe all this 
to the best and to pity her wherein it is to her hurt, diough I know weU 
enough she is a whore," D/<iry, July i6ch, 1662. 
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^ — and once, when Miss Lane sought for was not to be found, 
he retired to bed, soaring between wake and sleep into the 
realms of high treason and sporting in fancy with the 
Queen. 

AU this, of course, was kept to the back streets of his life : 
never entered that high plateau of existence on wliich he 
contended with Penn and Batten or waited on the heels of 
Coventry and Carteret. Yet when his naval occasions 
brought him into tlie neighbourhood of an attractive 
woman, he could not keep his heart from coveting her. So 
— “God forgive me” — he must needs muster the Yard at 
Deptford on purpose to find out one Bagwell, a carpenter, 
and strike an acquaintance with him, for his wife, who had 
called at the Office on some small errand, was a pretty 
woman and he wanted her to come again. A little later he 
got himself asked to their little house — they all agog, of 
course, to honour so great a man; they seemed to live 
prettily, he noticed with approval, and before long were 
asking him to get the husband a better ship. And Mrs 
Bagwell, he was glad to observe, was a virtuous, modest 
woman. Which was a great deal more than could be said 
for Miss Lane, whom he met about the same time, took to 
the “Crown” in Palace Yard and there had his full liber^ 
of towsling and tumbling (but again risked notliing) while 
she unabashedly employed her hands about his person to 
his great content. Of all of which he was afterwards, as he 
walked home in a mighty sweat, heartily ashamed : never 
again, he resolved, would he so demean himself. 

Never again! A fortnight later he took her on the^ water, 
treated her to a variety of meats and drinks at the ® 

Head” at Lambeth marsh, and was all but carried too f^ on 
that swift, subterranean stream of life which ran so invitingly 
beneath his wearied feet: “I was very near it, but as wanton 
and buxom as she is she dares not adventure upon that 
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business, in which”, he added strangely, “I very much 
commend and like her”. For deep at heart Pepys was a 
Puritan, and man can still be one thing and love another. 
Yet it was not chastity — *‘fair silver-shafted queen for ever 
chaste” — which he saw witli admiration in that tawdry, 
living wench, but common prudence. Which, after all, is 
a kind of virtue. 

Mrs Pepys came home. She returned at two days’ notice — 
far sooner than Samuel had expected her, having quarrelled 
violently with both her father-in-law and Ashwell, whom 
she had gone so far as to box on tlie car, getting a handsome 
cuff in return. For that yoimg woman scarcely anytliing was 
now too bad, and her mistress could talk of notliing else but 
her iniquities. It was Elizabeth’s old foible, so distressing to 
her husband, of fastening lies upon her maids. Accordingly, 
Ashwell departed on August 25th. Nor was Samuel alto- 
gether sorry to see her go. For now he would be able to 
discipline his wife again and bring her back to her business. 

A scries of domestic disasters accompanied Ashwcll’s 
departure. Hannah the cookmaid also went, in a huff, Mrs 
Pepys carefully searching her luggage before her somewhat 
dramatic departure to see that nothing was stolen. A maidlcss 
interregnum was interspersed — relieved is not the word — by 
a brief return of Susan, who unhappily proved since her 
departure in the previous spring to have acquired the habits 
of a drunken slut ; and then by old Goody Taylor, the daily. 
With such auxiliaries to life, it was a sad, distracted house to 
which Pepys returned of an evening. But even worse 
followed. For brother Tom, appealed to, procured from the 
parish of St Bride’s in which he resided a small charity girl 
of the name of Jinny, “of honest parents and recommended 
by the churchwardens”. The impress of local authority 
proved a deception. For no sooner had Jinny been cleansed of 
her lice by Elizabeth and nobly arrayed in the neat clothes 
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provided by her master than she promptly ran away. Next 
morning Samuel made his indignant way to his brother, 
and bade him recover his clothes and get the girl whipped. 
The majestic machinery of English local government was 
again set in motion, and at a cost to the community of 
sixpence the Clerk of the Acts received his clothes and the 
charity girl her chastisement. 

Meanwhile Samuel’s attempt, maintained amid domestic 
revolutions — “we have no luck in maids nowadays”, he 
recorded after the sudden departure of yet another cook — 
to break in his wife continued. It was uphill work : at first 
Ehzabeth was disinclined to her business, neglected her 
housekeeping and with base suspicion regarded her husband s 
contmued structural alterations to the house as mere devices 
to keep her indoors and away from the pleasures she craved. 
Even Pembleton reappeared to vex him : there, on the first 
Sunday after his old pupil’s return, he was in church again : 
and “Lord! into what a sweat did it put me”. A fortmght 
later a horrid thing happened. In the afternoon Pepys from 
his commanding station in the Navy Office gallery saw 
Pembleton come into church, look up and then, not seeing 
Elizabeth (who had stayed at home), go out again. He could 
not follow him, for his dignity demanded that he should sit 
out the sermon, which he did in a fever of impatience, 
picturing the worst. But when, service over, he hurried 
home, 3l seemed well, there being no sigji of any visitor 
and Elizabeth waiting to receive him with those endear- 
ments which Christian men, their devotions over, expect 
from their wives.* 

* 

* " Impatient all the sermon. Home and find all well and no si m of 
anybody being there. And so with great content playing and ^ymg 
with my wife.^’ D. Aug. 30th, 1663. By some curious oversight the entry 
for this day (as also for those of Nov. atith, 1661 ; March 25th and May 
13th, 1662) was omitted fiom the Wheadey edition of the Diary. 



2I8 


POTS AND PANS 


[1663 

Gradually, having nowhere else to go, Mrs Pepys drifted 
back into the ways in which her husband would have her 
walk. Perhaps it was an autumn expedition to Brampton, 
which Samuel was forced to take on his father’s business, 
that brought about the reconcUiadon. For on the eve of bis 
departure, having said to her at supper, half in jest and half 
in fondness, “What! shall you and I never travel together 
again”, she took him up and came with him. And on the 
way down, at their inn at Buntingford, she was suddenly 
taken ill, "‘and became so pale and I alone with her in a great 
chamber tlrere, that I thought she would have died, and so in 
great horror, and having a great trial of my true love and 
passion for her, called the maids and the mistress of the 
house”. Happily it proved to be nothing worse than the 
effects of drudung cold beer on a hot da^ and “after a Utde 
vomit, she came to be pretty well again ’. After which, she 
settled down to her business and became mighty mindful of 
her house, even putting up the hangings of her new closet 
with her own hand. 

The same aut umn which saw the recomposure of Samuel’s 
domestic hfe saw also the end of his long suit in Chancery 
against the Trices. For Ending, on taking advice at the Six 
Clerks Office, that his case, through his long neglect of it, 
was in a very bad way, he resolved to yield as much as he 
decendy could and to settle the affair. On October 27th, at 
the “Pope’s Head” tavern, he offered in settlement of 
the ^ 2.00 interest on his uncle’s bond claimed by the Trices ; 
the latter demanded and after much discourse on both 

sides a compromise was reached at £100. It was a great sum 
to part widi, but it was good to have peace and be free from 
the lawyers. 

There was another matter to be setded before the year 
closed. For some time Lord Sandwich’s behaviour had been 
earning increasing comment. In the previous spring, to 
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convalesce from a serious illness, he had taken lodgings in 
the riverside village of Chelsea. His landlady, h 4 rs Beckc, 
had a daughter, Betty. And when he recovered, whether 
it was the country air or Betty Becke, Lord Sandwich stayed 
on. absenting himself more and more from Court undl even 
the King took notice of it. Rumours, of course, soon reached 
Pepys. After a talk with Will Howe he had no doubts : “I 
perceive”, he -wiote, “my Lord is dabbling with this wench, 
for which I am sorry, though I do not wonder at it, being a 
man amorous enough, and now beguis to allow lii^clf the 
hberty that he secs everybody else at Court takes . It was 
certainly a hberty that Pepys allowed himself, for he also had 
a Betty. But he seemed to forget the fact, for he came to the 
conclusion that it was his solemn duty to reproach his Lord 
for his frailty. Or perhaps it was not so much the frailty as 
the neglect of his business which was the real oHence . after 
all. Lord Sandwich was many thousands of pounds in debt, 
of which Samuel himself was owed ^700, and his only 
chanceof setting his affairs in order was by assiduous attention 
to his duties. Moreover, there was the pubhc scandal: Mr 
Moore told Pepys that his Lord exhibited his dotage on 
the slut at Chelsea even in the presence of his daughter. Lady 
Jemimah. And of deliberately exhibiting his own frailties 
Samuel himself was never guilty: when Lady Jem saw him 
leading his own slut Betty Lane down to the boat at West- 
minster stairs, he was heartily ashamed of the encounter and 

did not so much as speak to her. 

Still, for all this moral superiority towards his patron, he 
could not quite bring himself to approach him. It would 
perhaps be better to leave it : ” I am very sorry to see that my 
Lord hath thus much forgot his honour, but am ^olved 

not to meddle with it . . . let him go on ^ God ^ghty 

and his own conscience and thoughts of his own Udy and 
family do it”— this should be his last word. But soon the 
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tales from Chelsea grew worse : walking out on a September 
evening, thinking to meet Mistress Lane, Samuel encoun- 
tered Ned Pickering, who for three or four hours poured 
into liis eager car “the whole business of my Lord s folly 
with this Mrs Becke at Chelsea, of all which I am ashamed 
to see my Lord so grossly play the beast and fool, to the 
flinging off of all honour, mends, servants and everything 
and person that is good, and only will have his private lust 
undisturbed with this common whore, his sitting up night 
after night alone, suffering nobody to come to them . , . 
his carrying her abroad and playing on his lute imdcr her 
window and forty other poor sordid things’*. It was 
disgusting. 

By November Pepys could bear it no longer, and once 
again he resolved to speak to his patron and tell him of his 
shame. It was easier now, for his moral sense had had a 
bracing medicine in the meantime, God Almighty having 
justly smitten him with a great pain in the head, breast and 
car one stolen evening while he sat lewdly sporting with 
Mistress Lane beside a draughty tavern window. In the light 
of this visitation his own infirmities had become patent to 
him; “it grieved my heart**, he told his Diary when he 
found his wife working hard at her house, “to see that I 
should abuse so good a wretch, and that it is just with God to 
make her bad with me for my wronging of her, but I do 
resolve never to do the like again**. It was therefore still 
easier to see the frailties of others. On November 12th, after 
an inspiriting dinner with Mr Moore, he took coach to 
Chelsea, fully intending to broach the matter. Yet somehow, 
when he came to the point, his heart misgave him and he 
said nothing. Instead he went home and wrote Sandwich 
a letter of reproof. And three days later, after somewhat ill- 
advisedly discussing it with Will Howe and reading it over 
to Moore, he took his courage in his hands and sent it off. 
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It was a brave letter and an honest one. In one of his 
charged and telling phrases, he spoke of “the duty which 
every bit of bread I eat tells me I owe to your Lordship**, 
and went on to relate the ill-natured talk which Sandwich’s 
long absence from Whitehall had caused. Then, boldly, he 
spoke of the cause of that abstention : 

Another sort, and those the most, insist upon the bad report of 
the house wherein your Lordship, now observed in perfect health 
again, continues to sojourn, and by name have charged one of 
the daughters for a common courdzan, alleging both places and 
persons where and svith whom she hath been too well known, 
and how much her wantonnessc occasions, though unjustly, 
scandal to your Lordship, and that as well to gratiiying of some 
enemies as to the wounding of more friends I am not able to tell. 

Once only did the writer deviate from the path of rcctirudc : 
when he assured his patron that no one but himself was privy 
to what he had written. ' 

In anxiety and pain Pepys awaited the upshot. Four days 
passed before he could summon the resolution to approach 
his Lord. There then occurred a rather painful scene. At 
first that reserved and austere noble spoke calmly and with 
apparent kindness, thanking Pepys for his care of his honour : 
then he demanded the names of those from whom he had 
heard these rumours. Confused and muttering excuses, 
Samuel told him Pierce the surgeon, Ned Pickering, Mr 
Hunt of Axe Yard, and his maidservant Ashwcll from 
Chelsea School. And when he again spoke of his tenderness 
for his master’s reputation, assuring hun that nobody in the 
world knew of his letter but himself, Lord Sandwich sharply 
interposed that he must give him leave to except one. Poor 
Pepys was caught out in his lie and wept. ‘T confess”, he 
wrote mournfully that night, ‘T think I may have done 
myself an injury for his good, which, were it to do again. 
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and that I believed he would take it no better I think I should 
sit quietly without taking any notice of it/’ 

Yet, though it cost Pepys many a wakeful night and it 
was long before his Lord quite forgave him, the letter had its 
effect. A week after he sent it, he heard that Lord Sandwich 
was leaving Chelsea for good. Another month and he ven- 
tured to approach that nobleman for the loan of his coach to 
ride in the funeral cortege of his cousin, Edward Pepys of 
Broomsthorpe, brother of his old benefactress, Mrs Turner. 
It was granted. Two days later, when the procession 
assembled in Salisbury Court, the coach was waiting for the 
Clerk of the Acts with six fine horses to draw it. As he drove 
tlirough tlic City, Samuel felt that in some measure he was 
forgiven. 

So the year ended. Things after all were looking up. At 
the Office, Pepys* reputation was on the rise again, and, 
after a period of some neglect, he was throwing himself once 
more into his business and taking delight in it. And during 
the last two months he had been able to save money, and his 
capital had increased to ;{^ 8 oo, though of this all but £100 
was on loan to Lord Sandwich — a feet which, added both to 
natural loyalty and the other ^1000 lent to the Earl for 
which he stood surety, helps to explain his anxiety for all his 
concerns. At home, too, trie horizon was fairer than it had 
been for at least a year. To fill her mind, he had taken to 
giving Elizabeth evening lessons in arithmetic and the use of 
the globes. She had also such occupations as the making of 
marmalet of quince, and once even persuaded herself (but 
not Samuel) that she was with child. So he wrote of their 
pleasure in one another’s company, “and in our general 
enjoyment one of another, better we think than most other 
couples do”. 



chapter XI 
The Arming of Mars 


“To the Coffee-house with Captain Cocke, who discoursed well of die 
good effects in some kind of a Dutch war and conquest (which I did not 
consider before, but the concrar)-) that is, that the trade of the world is 
too little for us two, therefore one must down. Diary, Feb. 2nd, 1664. 

If men have good angels, Pepys* must have worn tarry 
breeches. Whenever the urge of his many loves became too 
insistent or Elizabeth too tumultuous, the sea called him. It 
was so in the winter of 1663-4. Early in October Mr Cutler, 
one of the great mercliants of the Exchange, told him in a 
coffee-house that there was a likelihood of war widi the 
Dutch. “I hope we shall be in good condition before it 
comes to break out”, was his unspoken reply. 

The first three years of Pepys’ service at the Navy Office 
had been years of retrenchment. During the Commonwealth 
epoch the cost of the Navy had risen to the unprecedented 
sum of £20,000 a week, and at the Restoration the Navy 
debt had amounted to another three-quarters of a million. 
Foremost of the demands made by the English people of its 
new goveminent was the reduction of armaments and 
taxation. The core of that government’s difficulties ky m 
the fact that it could meet neither of these demands efficiently 
without credit. For as long as the servants of the State v/cte 
unpaid, however corrupt, ineffidait or superfluous they 
might be, they could not be dismissed, and, as long as the 
unpaid balance of their wages kept accumulating, the 
ultimate burden of national taxation remained the same. 
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111 1660 and 1661 Parliament made provision for the 
standing charges of the government, of which the Navy was 
the greatest. But it made none for the debts of the past, with 
the result that the King's Officers were forced to meet the 
deficit cither by leaving bills and wages impaid or by 


borrowing at exorbitant rates at a time when there was no 
machinery of public credit and when to anticipate its 
revenue by so much as a single year cost the Crown 10 or 
12 per cent on the amount advanced. We who live in an 
epoch when governments finance current expenditure out 
of the expected earnings of unborn generations can scarcely 
comprehend an age when lenders dared not count on the 
repayment of a state debt for more than a few years ahead. 

To make matters worse, the taxes voted by Parliament for 
die support of the Crown brought in only about two-thirds 
of the estimated amount. Each of the opening years of the 
Restoration, therefore, saw a deficit of something like 33 per 
cent of the supposed revenue, a chasm which was bridged 
partly by borrowing from greedy bankers and pardy by 
leaving poor seamen and merchants unpaid and compen- 
sating them with bills to be met (at interest) by the future. 
For the rest, the government, as it became conscious of 
these deficiencies, sought as best it could to reduce expendi- 
ture, regardless of national needs. Those who live from hand 
to mouth, with the bailiffis at the door, can scarcely be 


expected to have much regard for the future. 

In the first years, therefore, of the reign of King Charles H, 
the government looked to the PrincipalOfficers of the Navy 
to reduce expenditure. Their main business was the laying- 
up of ships and the paying-off of men. That the logicad end 
of this policy was not reached was due partly to the fact that 
money for tiiese purposes was so slow in coming and partly 
to the personal interest shown in the Fleet by the Duke of 
York and his secretary Coventry. Otherwise, by the time 
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of the outbreak of the Dutch War tlicre would have been 
no Navy at all. As it was, in tiic spring of 1663 tlie Principal 
OiEcers were instructed to reduce its annual charge from the 
£374.743 which Pepys and Hay^ter had recently estimated 
it to be to £200,000. The pohticiaus in Parliament were 
particularly insistent on this. 

Thanks largely to the work of Coventry and Pepys and 
to the integrity of Soutliampton, the Lord Treasurer, and 
Carteret, the Navy Treasurer, tlie debts of the service were 
by the end of 1663 substantially reduced. One result of cliis 
was to enhance the credit of the Navy Office in the City. 
Another was an improvement in the terms of contracts witli 
the merchants who supplied the Fleet and Yards. And in the 
preparation of these a leading part was played by Samuel 
Pepys. 

Among the ancient duties of the Clerk of the Acts was die 
rating and recording of all contracts; the actual making of 
them was, of course, performed by the Board at its sittings. 
Yet the more that the former applied himself to his businc^ 
and the less his fellow officers did to theirs, the greater Ids 
influence in this all-important matter of giving out contracts 
became. For when any question arose at the Board. Pepys, 
fresh from the initial negotiations with die contracting 
merchant and with his head stored with die figures of 
current prices, gleaned in his daily expeditions to Thamw 
Street or the ‘Change, or of past contracts culled from his 
carefully kept memorandum books, was more dian a match 
for dissenting colleagues. By 1664 it had become a matter 
of comment md grievance to him that tlic Board refused, 
for once, to proceed in a contract wliich he had recom- 
mended to them. Probably no previous Clerk of the Acts 

had ever held so commanchiig a posirion. 

It was in the summer of 1663 diat Pepys first realised die 
magnitude of the power which his industry had made his. 

s.P. — H 
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On July i6th he induced the Board to make a great contract 
with his new friend. Sir William Warren, for forty thousand 
Scandinavian deals at 17s. a hundred. Two months later 
he completed a still greater contract with the same merchant 
for ;£30 oo worth of masts — the best bargain of the kind, he 
proudly recorded, made for die Navy in the past quarter of 
a century, “But, good God!’* he added, “to see what a man 
might do, were I a knave, the whole business from beginning 
to the end being done by me out of the office and signed to 
by them upon the once reading of it to them without the 
least care or consultation either of quality, price, number or 
need of them, only in general that it was good to have a 
store.** The nature of committees has altered little with 
the ages. 

Yet his colleagues did not always remain so quiescent. 
Though they were unwilling to take the pains that Pepys 
took to get somediing done, they were ready enough to 
cridcise when that something was done — especially when 
their own private interests were injured by nis action. So 
Batten, frnding his favourite Wood damaged by Warren’s 
good fortune, took die opportunity of Pepys* absence on a 
flying visit to Brampton and Wisbech to inveigh against his 
contract for masts, declaring that the stores were already 
over-clogged with these. In this he was supported by both 
Pett and Mennes, who denied the Clerk of the Acts* care- 
fully argued claim that Warren’s tim ber was better than his 
rival s. But Pepys was able to secure the powerful support 
of both Coventry and Cancret, whom he convinced in long, 
reasoned letters. Not only, he showed, were Warren s 
masts from 5 to 7 per cent cheaper than Wood’s, with a 
further saving of 3^20 in freight since they were already 
lying in die river, but their purchase broke the monopoly of 
a merchmt who had long been holding the King up to 
ransom “at prices unfit to be mentioned’’. Moreove^ he 
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added with a shrewd undercut at his foe Batten, the King 
could be certain that in buying Warren’s masts they would 
have the unusual advantage of being most carefully inspected 
by the Surveyor, since that gentleman was so anxious to 
prove them bad. 

So— beginning the new year with a mighty laugh at his 
pompous Uncle Wight’s being out in his grace after meat — 
Pepys entered upon 1664 resolved to master every contract 
made by the Office. He fought Batten over and over again, 
defying him and all his experience, on such diverse matters 
as the plastering and glazing of the Navy buildings, tlie size 
of canvas, the abuses of the merchants who supplied the 
Navy with flags and pendants. He attacked him in the flank 
over the old scandal of the Chatham Chest for sick seamen — 
the Surveyor’s weakest spot — and ranged indcfadgably over 
such novel ground as the purchase of poop lanterns and the 
control over the dbbursements of Deputy Treasurers. And 
when Batten and his son-in-law Castle, the timber mer- 
chant, counter-attacked with carefully circulated rumours 
that Pepys, former employee of the republican government, 
was favouring Iiis fellow traitors, the angry Clerk of the 
Acts went to infinite pains — sitting up till four in the morn- 
ing, cold and alone by a guttering candle till his head ached 
— to make himself such a master of the whole complicated 
question of masts — the respective merits of Gottenburg 
(whence Warren’s goods came) and New England, the ratio 
of their diameters to their lengdi, the proper method of pre- 
serving them, whether wet or dry — as should confound 
them and all their knavish cricks for ever. Such industry was 
invincible. On July 21st he smashed Batten by persuading the 
Board to sign a contract for a thousand Gottenburg masts, 
the biggest of its kind ever made. It was not surprismg that 
a fortnight later the gratified Sir William Warren offered to 
go half shares with him in all contracts made in the future. 
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Indeed, Pepys’ application was handsomely rewarded. He 
began the year 1664 udeh ^800; by March 3ISC this sum had 
risen to fyoo, by the end ofjiily co ^1000. Such increase 
was not derived only from his salary. On January ist he had 
found awaiting him the best New Year’s gift he had ever 
known, a hill of exchange for ^$0 from a deal merchant, 
a consignment of whose goods he had bought for the ICirig 
at the enneat)' of his old friend Lucllin. But he was careful 
to add, in telling the tale to his Diary, tliat the bargain had 
been very tmic 1 to the advantage of tlie service and that 
neither tliis nor any otlier gift could induce him to do the 
King a wrong. And with true seventeenth-century honesty, 
he made [.uellin a present of two gold pieces wherewith to 
buy himself a pair of gloves. 

And soon other rich and honourable tilings came his way. 
A pair of gloves, for instance, from Warren, wrapped up in 
paper: feeling something hard in die fingers, Pepys refrained 
from opening them till his wife had left the room, “and by 
and by, she being gone it proves a pair of wliite gloves for 
her and forty pieces of good gold, which did so cheer my 
heart that I could eat no victuals almost for dinner for joy 
to diink how God do bless us every day more and more”. It 
almost seemed as though one was in the presence of a miracle. 

Again, one February day when Pepys had successfully, 
and to his great content, prevailed against Sir William Batten 
at the Office for the King’s profit, there came to him a silver 
state cup and cover from Mr Falconer, the Clerk of the 
Ropeyard at Woolwich. This was followed ten days later 
by a case of very pretty knives from Mrs Russell, a woman 
contractor. A barrel of mighty oysters, a timely gift of £20 
from Captain Taylor to comfort his heart when it was low, 
a pair of pretty silver candlesticks — these were the visible 
marks of God’s goodness to the virtuous man who followed 
his business. 
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Most profitable of all was Tangier. The shipowner who 
wished his vessel to be chartered for carrying troops or pro- 
\nsions to that remote gairison town did well to approach 
the youngest and most active member of tlie King’s Com- 
mission: he would find him botli courteous and helpful. 
And for these, his additional pains» Pepys expected Itis 
rcw’ard from those who reaped the benefit of Ins industry. 
In the seventeenth century dicre seemed nothing wrong in 
this. Nor, for ail the commissions he received, was Pepys 
ready for one moment to overlook any neglect or omission 
on the part of any contractor, however opcii-handcd. And it 
must be added that for every ten pounds he made, he could 
by unscrupulous dealing have taken a hundred. 


In 1664 Tangier brought tw'o notable accessions of for- 
tune. One was a noble pair of flagons from the Victualler, 
Mr Gauden: over ;£ioo he found them to be wortii whcii 
they were wcighccL The other was even better — the promise 
ot a share in a new contract for victuallnig the garrison, 
offered by tlic Plymouth mcrcliaurs Aisopp, Lanyon and 
Ycabsly. If Pepys could get them the contract at three 
shillings and a penny halfpenny per man per week, he should 
have ^150 a year; if at three shillings and twopence. £,^00, 
He succeeded, and at the higher price. Then Aisopp fell sick 
and died — “a sad consideration to see how uncertain a tloinc 
our lives arc, and how Lttlc to be presumed of in our greatest 
undertakings*' — and the partnership was dissolved. It 
seemed as though die contract would come to nothing : it 
was at least a comfort to have the rival Victualler’s flagons 
in one’s keeping. But all ended well, the partnership was 
^c^dvcd, and Pepys was left with the promise of £,ioo a year, 
“without**, he added, “the least wrong to the King**. And 
he bad the flagons as well, which the generous-minded 
Gauden gave him leave to keep. Small wonder that be 
looked on Tangier as one of the best flowers in his garden. 
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Not tliat all this wealth was without its cares. Never before 
had he known what it was to have a large sum of money in 
his keepine. Once at night in Elizabeth’s absence he heard 
noises in the house and, sweating till he had ail but melted 
to water, furiously rang the bell. But neither of his maids 
answered, and he began to think that they had been gagged. 
At last Jane arose, and it transpired that it was only the poor 
dog looking for somewhere to lie. ‘‘These thoughts and 
fears I had,” he recorded, “and do hence apprehend the fears 
of all rich men that arc covetous and have much money by 
them.” To avoid a repetition of such alarms, he con- 
templated banking tiic money with the goldsmith Backwell, 
who was offering 6 per cent; but here also Pepys was 
doubtful. For Backwell might die or become bankrupt. 
“It is a strange thing to observe and fit for me to remember”, 
he noted witli philosophical acumen, “tliat I am at no time 
so unwilling to part with money as when 1 am concerned in 
the getting of it most.” 

With all tills came an increase in worldly state. In tlie 
spring of 1664 Pepys was put into the new Corporation for 
regulating the Royal Fishery, a very honourable though not 
a particularly lucrative appointment. Perhaps the most 
satisfactory tiling about it was the proof it gave that he was 
regaining favour with Lord Sandwich, to whom he owed 
the inclusion of his name in the Commission. His attempts 
to recover his old position had not hitherto been too success- 
ful. When at the beginning of the year he had humbly waited 
on his Lord, intending to invite him to dinn er, he had been 
treated with marked coldness: so much so that he had 
decided to forbear laying out his money on such a treat. It 
would be better, he resolved, “by grave and humble, though 
high, deportment to make him flunk I do not want himL 
This Samuel had endeavoured, but it had gone against the 
grain. It was a relief, therefore, to see this mark of his friend- 



Act. 3l] UNCLE wight’s curious behaviour 231 

ship, and sdll more to receive a blessed \nsit one April day 
from Lady Sandwich, even if he did, in his eagerness to greet 
her, find this dear lady — to both their embarrassments — 
making a fugitive use of the chamber-pot in his dining- 
room. It was also good to be taken notice of by the Duke of 
York, whom up to die present Pepys had ever been afraid to 
meet, but who now distinguished him \^^th a long discourse 
on the price of naval materials. It made liim very happy to 
sec how his estimation in the world grew every day more 
and more. Happily it also made him a philosopher: pray 

God give me a heart to fear a fall and to prepare for it!” 

Certainly he needed philosophy, for he had his crosses. 
There was Uncle Wight, for instance. Tliis not very pre- 
possessing old gendeman had recently taken to liinring that 
he hoped that Mrs Pepys was with child and that, if she 
should be, he would miakc it his heir. Samuel was naturally 
ratified, for though his uncle’s tastes were distressingly 
ourgeois and his society revolting, his fortune was sub- 
stantial. Thereafter Uncle Wight was perpetually appearing 
at the house in Seething Lane and caressing and kissing 
Elizabeth wdth most pressing enquiries as to her condirion. 
“I do not trouble myself for him at all, but hope the best 
and very good effects of it”, noted Samuel. But it presently 
appeared that liis uncle’s wish to sec Elizabeth a mother was 
accompanied by a desire to forward the process in person. 
For one spring afternoon the pious old merchant, after 
ascertaining that her husband was safely employed in his 
official dudes, called on her, and commenduig her body 
proposed that they should set to work to liave a child 
between them, adding tliat he would settle £,soo on her and 
that for all he knew me thing was lawful. The lady tliought 
otherwise and summoned her husband. He, after much 
considcradon, decided that it would be better to say nothing 
about the affair. 
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Then tlicrc was Tom. A little while before, Samuel had 
been warned by a gipsy that one named Thomas would 
shortly injure him ; a week later came a request from his 
brother for a loan of £ 20 . It was the second of its kind that 
bo had craved witliin a few weeks. Poor Tom! The shades, 
though Samuel knew it not, were closing round him. The 
little business in SaUsbury^ Court was failing and the tares 
wlucli he had sown were ripe for reaping. In January he fell 
sick, it was feared witli a consumption; but he was about 
again in February, witli all Ids books, papers and bills lying 
loose on the parlour table. The recovery was but temporary. 
It was tile despised Joyces and kind Mrs Turner who brouglit 
to Samuel a montii later the news of how desperately ill 
Tom really was. Moreover, they whispered into his ear that 
it was the pox, shamefully got and secretly concealed, that 
had brought him to tliis pass. 

In an agony of shame Pepys hastened to his brother’s bed- 
side. There Tom lay, scarcely able to recognise him and 
babbhng idly, and liis face plainly showed tliat he was dying. 
Next day he did not know him. He lingered one more day, 
and Samuel, who had wept w’heu he could not say who ne 
was, had the satisfaction of conversing with him once more 
for a hide while. Moreover, llic foul aspersion cast on the 
dying man by a careless doctor and Mrs Turner’s ha.sty talk 

and so glad was Samuel of this that he 
sent for a barrel of oysters on which he and the watchers 
dined and were very merry. That evening the end came, 
“About 8 o’clock,” Samuel wrote, “my brother began to 
fetch his spittle with more pain, and to speak as much but 
not so distinctly, till at last the phlegm getting the mastery 
of him, and he beginning as we thought to rattle, I had no 
mind to see him die, as we thought he presently would, and 
so withdrew and led Mrs Turner home, but before 1 came 
back, which was in half a quarter of an hour, my brother 


was proved baseless, 
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was dead. I went up and fouj'.d the nurse holding his eyes 
shut, and he poor wretch lying with his chops fallen, a most 
sad sight, and that wliich put me into a present very great 
transport of grief and cries, and indeed it was a most sad sight 
to see tlie poor wretch lie now still and dead, and pale hke a 
stone. I staid dll he was almost cold, wliile Mrs Croxton, 
Holden, and the rest did scrip and lay him out, they observ- 
ing his corpse, as they told me Jifterwards, to be as clear as 
any tlicy ever saw, and so this was the end of my poor 
brother, continuing talking idle and liis lips working even 
to his last but his phlegm hindered his breathing, and at last 
his breath broke out bringing a flood of plilegm and stuff 
out with it, and so he died.” 

After that tlicy buried Iiim : the grave-digger with ghastly 
civility offering — if Samuel would give him sixpence for 
his pains — to jostle togctlicr the ocher corpses, still not quite 
rotten, to make room for him. A hundred and twenty who 
were bidden came to the funeral and about thirty who were 
not : they all had six biscuits apiece and as much burnt claret 
as tlicy could drink. “Anon to church, walking out into tlic 
street to die conduit, and so across die street and had a very 
good company along widi the corpse.” 

Yet this was not quite the last of Tom, for a legacy of 
trouble remained. A few weeks after his death, Samuel 
received a mysterious visit at the Office from his fadier’s old 
servant, Jolin Noble; smelling the business, he took him 
home and there learnt how Tom had got his maid Margaret, 
“an ugly jade”, with twin bastards, and how, to save him 
ff’om being blackmailed and to pay for farming out the 
surviving child. Noble had advanced liim ten pounds. This 
had never been repaid, at least so Noble maintained. With 
the anxiety arising from this roguish business poor Samuel 
was saddled for many montlis. Then there were Tom's 
debts, which much exceeded his assets and which it was left 
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to Samuel to pay, who had already lent his brother ^^ 7 - 
These involved him in much acrimonious correspondence 
with two of his relations, his cousin Scott, who acted as his 
father’s attorney in administering the dead man’s estate, 
and his cousin Dr Thomas Pepys of Impington, who had 
charitably but rashly advanced Tom money and now 
demanded its immediate repayment from Samuel. The 
latter was nearly driven mad by this foolish creditor s 
importunities — “doating coxcomb”, ** puppy *» ”foul- 
tongued fool” arc among the epithets with wliich he 
labelled liim in his Diary. On liis side the doctor went so far 
as to accuse his cousins of falsifying the inventory of tlie 
dead man’s goods in order to defraud him,* and spoke of 
Samuel embezzling liis half shirts, wordi 24s., which had 
accidentally been omitted from tlie inventory, and tlireat- 
ened a lawsuit. Altogether Pepys was not sorry when at die 
beginning of die next year Dr Thomas also died — “a shame 
to liis family and profession, he was such a coxcomb *. 

Pepys himself was ill that year. He had suffered a good 
deal of spasmodic pain in the previous autumn, which made 
him fear the return of his old complaint, but his surgeon. 
Hollier, had assured him that he had no cause for anxiety. 
But one day, in the May of 1664, he was seized at the Office 
with an excruciating pain in die lower part of his back 
and belly, as bad as any he could remember. Driven to bed, 
he took a clyster and lay for two or three hours, crying 
and roaring in his anguish, undl, getting up by chance upon 

* “ As for chc pewter, you carry that away or give it where you please, 
to defraud the crediton, and wrong your own credit, which once was 
good but it stincks now by your base actions. Be you assured, if you give 
not a new and true inventory, without concealing or cloaking anything, 
no, not the new doak which made of the reliques of the High Sheriff 01 
your county's livery, expect a summons at the Civil Law as well as at the 
Common.’* Dr Thomas Pepys to John Pepys, May 21st, 1664 ; RawHmon 
MSS. A. 182, f. 340. 
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Ills knees, his pain began to diminish. But during the next 
fortnight it continued to recur, and when die fits were upon 
him he could neither break wind nor make water. Sad and 
out of content widi all the world, he sent again for Hollier, 
who to his sorrow told him that, diough he had previously 
thought it impossible, he believed he had the stone again. In 
vain, now, seemed his hopes of wealth and fame. 

In lus despair he placed himself in the hands of a new 
physician, Dr Burnett, who pronounced diat the complaint 
was not a recurrence of the stone, but an ulcer in the kidneys 
or bladder. When John Pepys heard die news he wrote to 
his son in an agony of apprehension : “Dear child, for God’s 
sake let me beg of you that you will have Mr Holyard’s 
advice and some able doctor of his acquaintance widi as 
much speed as you can, and to beg a blessing from the Lord 
that your life may be preserved, for what a sad condition 
should your poor old father and mother be in if the Lord 
should take you before us.” Samuel had reasons of his own 
for sharing his parent’s anxious hopes. Seeking Hollier 
again, he received comfort. For by this time the doctor had 
again changed his mind: it was only die cold in his legs 
breeding wind that caused the pain; the thickness of his 
water was due to overheat in his back, and in short the whole 
trouble was the result of liis walking about of a morning in 
nothing but his dressing-gown. So do the doctors in their 
wisdom fool us. A week later Pepys set aside a Sunday to the 
drinking of three botdes of Epsom water; thereafter he felt 
fine. 

It was well that he did so. For, as 1664 went by, it became 
clear that war could no longer be averted. Everywhere the 
Dutch and English were at loggerheads. Captain Cocke, the 
great hemp-merchant, put the situation in a nutshell when 
he declared that the trade of the world was too small for 
both nations and that one or other must go down. On April 
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i8ch Pepys heard that the Jews were insuring against an out- 
break of hosdliries ; tliree days later the House of Commons 
resolved, on a report from the Committee of Trade, that 
“the wrongs, dishonours and uijuries done to his Majesty by 
flic subjects of the United Provinces by invading of his rights 
in India, Africa and elsewhere” were the cause of tlic decay 
of the nation’s trade. The first orders from the Admiralty to 
the Natty Office to buy stores and set the sliips in readiness 
followed at once. 

Ihe Clerk of the Aas did not sbjirc his countrymen’s 
optimism. He knew too much. “We all seem to desire it , 
he wrote of the universal longing for war, “as t hi n k ing 
ourselves to have advantages at present over them ; for my 
part I dread it.” For he was aware that the Navy was any- 
tliing but ready. 

But what he could do to make it so he did. He sat long 
at liis office till his head was ready to burst and his eyes 
recoiled from the hieroglyphics tliat swayed before them in 
the flickering candlcUght: even his Sundays were recruited 
into the service. Though there was litdc joy iu such grinding 
labour, something iron in the man gave him courage to go 
through with it. At moments he despaired: money was 
lacking, the King’s business was everywhere ill done and the 
corruptions of the Navy were endless. As for his colleagues, 
though Penn became a new man and, thanks to his service: 
in the first Dutch war, was much demanded at the Court and 
Admiralty — a' fact not much to Pepys’ liking — Batten and 
Mcmies became more impossible tnau ever. Indeed, the 
preparations for war showed up Meimcs in a far worse light 
than before, the old man proving quite incompetent to cope 
with the work that now poured in on liim. Sometimes it 
made Pepys pity him for his dotage and folly : at others it 
maddened him that the King’s business should be ruined by 
tuch an old fool. 
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His own part Pcpys performed with admirable zeal and 
discretion. As soon as the talk of war got into the air, tJic 
contractors began to enhance the price of ihcir commodidcs. 
knowing that the King w'ould now be forced to deal. 
They met their match in the Clerk of the Acts, who. 
by coaxing, threatening and playing off one against the 
other, made it bis business while prices w’'ere sail reason- 
able to push through purchases of as large a supply of 
naval commodidcs as possible. It w'as a yeoman service. 
Even his open-handed mend Warren felt its effects, Pepys 
beating down the prices of his masts till he was angr^- ; 
‘‘at best it may be but a losing contract,” wrote tliat mer- 
chant, “you drive your bargains so extreme low”. For 
when die safety of liis country was at stake, Pcpys w'as a 
true Englisliman. 

On one occasion, however, his zeal outran his discredon. 
On July 14th a terrible piece of news reached him: diac he 
had filJen under die displeasure of no less a person than 
the Lord Chancellor, Clarendon, the greatest subject in the 
kingdom. In the course of his dudes he had given Deane 
instrucrions to mark the best trees in Clarendon Park for 
felling; these, it now appeared, were part of the royal 
property vested in the Chancellor. Full of horror, the Clerk 
of die Acts straightway sought out the great man, accosdiig 
him as he came out of his dinner and telling him diat he was 
the unhappy Pcpys who had fallen into liis high displeasure. 
That night by appointment he waited on Lord Clarendon 
after the latter’s business was done. “Come, Mr Pepys,” 
said he, ‘‘you and I will take a turn in the garden.” There 
the gouty old vizier of England and the young Clerk of die 
Acts walked in close converse for an hour, and when their 
calk was Enished, the trees in Clarendon Park had received 
a new lease of life. A few days later Pcpys gave Deane liis 
revised instructions. “Lord!” he told his Diary, “to see how 
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we poor wretches dare not do the King good service for fear 
of the greatness of these men.” 

In odier matters pubUc spirit was fortified by vows. These 
in their turn were supported by die forfeits which Pepys set 
himself for their non-fulfilment. Plays were allowed but 
once a month; the idle practice of buying books was pro- 
lubitcd for long periods altogether. Just occasionally he 
would make an outflanking movement on his own con- 
science: once he lent Creed, who was dining with him, the 
money to take his wife and himself to a play — “a fallacy 
. . . never to be more practised, 1 swear**. At other times 
when he failed, die Poor Box gained: the sinful purchase of 
two volumes of maps cost him nine shillings for the price 
and another five for his forfeit. 

In one particular he was not so successful. For brief 
periods his vows with difliculty saved him from Mistress 
Lane and her ilk, but temptation had only to show her full 
face and he fell. In January the fair Betty by yielding too far 
gave him a nasty shock, and he half expected to hear ill news 
of the effects of the encounter. Happily all proved well, but 
his nerve was shaken. Before he would venture again, she 
must marry. Remembering that his old colleague Hawley 
admired her, he did everything he could to advance his suit. 
Betty, however, flady refused to have him: she could not 
bring herself, she said, to love anyone as dull. “The match**, 
observed the disgusted mediator, “ . . . will not take, and 
so I am resolved wholly to avoid occasion of further ill with 
her.** But at midsummer, while Elizabeth was away on her 
annual holiday at Brampton, he heard that Miss Lane had 
chosen a mate of her own, a sorry, simple fellow called 
Martin. “I must have a bout with her very shortly to see 
how she finds marriage**, he noted that night. Nor did he 
delay, for next afternoon, after a busy morning of making 
naval contracts, he slipped away to her lodgings to give her 
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joy of her wedding, and found her as willing as he could 
wish. Two days later, feeling in an idle and wanton humour 
and not having the courage to accost one of the pretty 
wenches who smiled at him &om the doors of Fleet Alley, 
he repeated the experience. It was all very mean and sordid. 

Touched, perhaps, by a spark of some purer fire was 
Pepys* passion that summer for little Jane Welsh, his barber 
Jarvis* maid. In the previous winter he had come to a resolve 
to go abroad in better clothes — a velvet cloak, a new black 
cloth suit trimmed with scarlet ribbon very neat, silk tops 
for the legs and many other fine things ; these, he felt, would 
much enhance his dignity. To the same end, he had invested 
in one of the new-fashioned periwigs — a daring venture 
which had cost him many an anxious thought as to its re- 
ception by his neighbours and colleagues,* but happily 
attended by nothing worse than the Duke of York's decima- 
tion that Mr Pepys was so altered by his new periwig diat 
he did not know him. This same took him from rime to 
time to his barber’s at Westminster for such improvements 
and reparations as occasion demanded, as for instance its 
cleansing of nits, a number of which little creatures appear 
to have made it their habitation. These visits brought liim 
far too frequently into the society of Jarvis* wench Jane. 
Though of humble station, she was very attractive: at least 
so Samuel found her. On one of his visits — it was tlie anni- 
versary of Cromwell's crowning mercy — having the luck 
to find her alone, he persuaded her to meet him in West- 
minster Abbey during sermon time on die following 

* “ Up and to my oflicc, shewing myself to Sir W. Batten and Sir J. 
Minnes, and no great matter made of my periwig, as I was aiiaid there 
would.” D. Nov. 4th, 1663. 

‘‘I found that my coming” (to church) ”in a periwig did not prove 
$0 strange to the world as I was aliaid it would, for I thought that the 
church would presendy have cast their eyes all upon me, but I found no 
stich thing.” D. Nov. 8th, 1663. 
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Sunday. But when on the chosen Sabbath Samuel paced 
wearily up and down the Abbey till six in the evening, no 
fane came. However, he returned to the charge next day 
aud, after ascertaining when her master and mistress would 
be out, and filling in tlie time by looking at the tombs in the 
Abbey with great pleasure, he spent two hours alone in the 
house witli her, “kissing her but nothing more*’. The 
following Sunday saw a repetition of the same hopes and 
the same disappointment. And though on tlic morrow, when 
he called again and found her cold, he told himself that it 
was no great matter, tlierc was no doubt that his heart was 
touched. “A strange slavery that I stand in to beauty”, he 
wrote, “that I value notliing near it,” 

So he had to console himself with carpenter Bagwell’s 
wife. Earlier in the year, when tliat lady had visited tlie 
Office on an errand for her husband, she had had tlic privi- 
lege of being stroked under die chin by the Clerk of the Acts. 
Now in the autumn she suffered the furdier honour of being 
kissed. “She rebuked me for doing it,” that versatile official 
recorded, “saying diat, did I do so much to many bodies else, 
it would be a stain to me.” None the less, she did not seem 
to take it at all badly. He persevered. Next dme she came, 
he caressed her, soothing her with many kind words and 
promises of getting her husband a place. Before long he 
got her to an alehouse in Moorfields, where further caresses 
followed, but no compliance did he receive from her in 
what was bad, “but very modesdy she denied me, which 
I was glad to see and shall value her the better for it, and 
I hope never tempt her to any evil more”. So strangely are 
the threads of good and evil interwoven in human hearts. 
Yet still the indomitable Clerk of the Acts kept his course. 
Five days later he was making a further assignation. 

As for Mrs Pepys, she was a loser all round. Not merely 
did her husband deceive her, but he still showed himself 
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jealous of her assodadon with anyone else — even with Will 
Hewer and Admiral Penn*s schoolboy son, the future 
Quaker chief. The affair of Pcmbleton had sadly shaken him. 
He could not rid his mind of a haunting fear, so concisely 
expressed by the mentor of his youth. Father Osborne, tliac 
during his absence at Office or Yard some gaudy wasp or 
liquorish fly would have a lick at his honey pot. Combined 
with overwork, die suspicion tended to make him ill- 
tempered, marred the learned serenity of the connubial 
geography lessons and led to unnecessary quarrels over such 
trivialities as the weekly washing day, the lace poor Ehzabcdi 
aspired to tack on her gown or the twenty-flvc-shilling 
pendant wliich she bought herself. On one occasion he even 
pulled her by the nose ; the poor wretch, he recorded, took 
it mighty ill. 


Happily his wife’s absence at Brampton worked a cure, 
and when she returned in August — he riding out to Steven- 
age to meet her — it was to a much more peaceful home. 
Better fortune, too, attended the family domestic arrange- 
ments. The litde girl Susan proved “a most admirable 
slut”, and though Bess left on her own in September, she 
was more dian compensated for by Jane Birch, the new cook, 
“a good natured, quiet, well meaning, honest servant” after 
Samuel’s own heart. And there were two notable additions 


to the household in the autumn: a new companion for 
Elizabeth, named Mercer — a young woman of very diflerent 
stamp from Gosncll or Ashwcll, found for the Pcpyscs by 
Will Hewer, who lodged at her parents’ house ; a musician, 
moreover, of no mean promise, who played well on the 
liarpsichord and had a good car and voice. The other was 
Tom Edwards, a lad whom Pepys’ friend Captain Cooke, 
the court musician, had procured for him from the choir of 
the Chapel RoyaL At present he was still a schoolboy, “that 
talks innocently and impertinently”, but his master proposed 
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to make a clerk of him if he did well. In the meantime he 
was to serve in the house : it was a great joy to be able to 
maintain one who had such a thorough knowledge of 
music. “Never since I was housekeeper,’ vnote Pepys, “I 
ever lived so quietly, without any noise or one angry word 
almost.” 

All tlie while, with war becoming ever more imminent, 
Pepys was toiling from dawn till nightfall, and often long 
after, at tlic Office. The joys which he recorded so con- 
tentedly or stole with such keen relish were crowded, after 
all, into a few fugitive hours and fade into insignificance 
beside that imposing background of labour. That August he 
was rising regularly at five, making long expeditions down 
the river and working feverishly to set out the squadron 
which was ordered to sail for Guinea. All men’s discourse 
was now of war in the highest measure, and hopes rose and 
fell daily with each successive piece of news. Sandwich was 
already at sea — much to Pepys^ alarm, who feared he might 
die with all his debts upon nis head — and the Duke of York 
ann ounced his intention of going too. And widi the heir 
presumptive of England hoisting his standard in the Narrow 
Seas, the eyes of the whole nation were focused on the 

at his desk in the Office at Seething Lane, writing 
ceaselessly, sat the little man who every day became more 
and more the pivot of all this activity. Of the life of the sea 
itself — the sailing of the fleets, the training of the guns, die 
ordering in battle of the dogged courage of the seamen — he 
knew nothing. But with the departure of Coventry and 
Penn with the Duke of York for the Fleet, he became 
in practice, though not in name, the pivot of that adminis- 
trative machine without which not a single ship could set 
out fi^om port. As Coventry put it to him before his de- 
parture, the weight of dispatch now lay on him ; Berkeley 


Navy. 

And 
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was a figurehead. Batten too corrupt, and as for old Mennes, 
he was like a lapwing — “all he did was to keep a flutter to 
keep others from the nest that they would find”. 

On November 14th Pepys remained at the Office, in- 
fimtcly busy, till midnight. During the day news was 
brought that a ship of masts of Sir Wilham Warren had 
been stopped and seized by the Dutch. On tlie morrow the 
Clerk of the Acts, that he might not be too fine for the 
business he had resolved on that day, left off his fine new 
clothes lined witli plush (that had cost him £^ 17 ) and put on 
his old black suit. Then, his morning’s work done, he made 
his way to a httle blind alehouse in Moorfields where he met 
Bagwell’s wife: “and there I did caress her and drink, and 
many hard looks and sooth the poor wretch did give me, 
and I think verily was troubled at what I did, but at last after 
many protesdngs by degrees I did arrive at what I would, 
with great pleasure”. Four days later Admiral Teddiman 
sailed into Portsmouth witli twenty captured Dutch 
merchantmen. “The war”, wrote Pepys, “is begim: God 
give a good end to it.” 



chapter XII 
First Blood 


“So ends diis month with great cxpcccatiou of the Hollanders coming 
forth, who arc, it seems, very high and rather more ready tlian we. God 
give a good issue to it!” Diary, Feb. 28th, 1^65* 

“ Soon as ever the clock struck one", wrote Pepys on Janu- 
ary 1st, 1665, “I kissed my wife in the kitchen by tlic fireside, 
wishing her a merry new year.” He had just finished tlie 0I4 
ouc by casting up his accounts and finding himself by the 
blessing of God worth £1349. £500 of wluch had come to 
liiin in tlic last twelvemonth: “the Lord make me forever 
thankful to his holy name for it”. He had torn up his old 
papers, summarised every aspect of his worldly affairs and 
added in longhand in a blank page of his Diary the names, 
birtlis and deaths of lus father's and grandfather's cliildren. 
He had also been particularly careful to destroy auytliing 
that seemed not worth the keep'mg or not fit to be seen 
should it please God to take him away suddenly! Now, 
with a clear past and a hopeful heart, he waited, pen poised, 
to record the future. 

The last few weeks of the old year had been troublesome 
enough. So busy that he could hardly sleep, sick for want 
of food, with head and eyes aching, he had borne the burden 
of the O ffice on his shoulders so Tong as the Fleet remained 
at sea. Then, at the beginning of December, the rival navies 
returned to tlieir harbours, the islanders, whose strategic 
position athwart the trade routes of their rivals had given 
them many rich prizes, claiming their enemy's retirement 
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to port as a victory, but Pope's noting more soberly that 
it was merely the result of the weather. This opinion, cl 
course, he discreetly kept to his Diary, though in a letter to 
the triumphant Pcim at Portsmouth he ventured on a mild 
jest, begging next time he went to sea “iliat a little mischief 
be done, for our good friend. Captain Cocke’s sake, pay- 
master to the sick and wounded”. 

His arduous service, coupled with the frosty wcatlicr, 
wliich had brought up pimples and pricks all over his body 
and put him into an agony of wind, had again soured Iiis 
temper. He had fiotvn at old Mennes for liis folly, telling 
him roundly and boldly what he thought of him ; bidden his 
wife dismiss good-natured Bess because she had forgotten 
to set out Ills clodics in the morning ; and, when tliat long- 
suffering spouse ventured to return a cross answer to one of 
his complaints chat she did not command her servants, had 
struck her over the left eye such a blow as made the poor 
wretch cry out. Yet”, ho added, **hcr spirit was such as to 
endeavour to bite and scratch me. But 1 coding v/itli her 
made her leave crying, and scut for butter and parsley, and 
friends presently one with another, and I up, vexed at heart 
to think what I had done, for she was forced to lay a poultice 
or something to her eye all day, and is black, and the people 
of ilic house observed it.” There was certainly tliis to be said 
for Samuel as a husband : that Iiis attitude to his wnfc was 
full of variety and surprise and chat, when he offended, he 
at least had tlie grace to be sorry for it. But when a fortnight 
later lie told himself tliat he had as pretty, loving and quiet a 
family as any man in Hngland, he was probably overstating 

things. 

For this good and worthy household chief took little of 
his pleasure at home. This he preferred to share wicli other 
partners— witli Jane Webh, tlic barber’s girl, with whom he 
continued to make frigitivc rendezvous (almost invariably 
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broken by the elusive little cockney) and for whom tliat 
Christmas he told himself he had '* grande envie^ avee amour 
€t passion" \ \vith Betty Martin, who was always ready to 
sneak home from Westminster Hall with him and, in her 
husband’s absence, let Iiim do what he would with her; with 
Mrs Bagwell, who was more difficult to capture, but who 
yielded as inevitably in the end. Jane Welsh gave herself up 
to another sweetheart, a sorry fellow and poor, and so — 
after one brief hour of fondling in a riverside tavern— eluded 
Samuel for ever; Bagwell, in one of her periodic, despairing 
attempts to recover her lost virtue, strained his forefinger, so 
tliat for a day it was in mighty pain, but gave in as she always 
did on his promising to write a letter to Lord Sandwich 
to advance her husband to a better ship. As for the buxom 
Betty, Pepys grew tired of the ease wnth which she fell; 
wrote contemptuously of her pitiful poor lodgings in Bow 
Street and had die effrontery to confess himself “sick of her 
impudence**. For a moment he was almost bored by his own 
powers. And as all this roving love was interfering with his 
work, he made a vow to **laisser aller les femmes". “There- 
by**, he wrote, “I may follow my business, which and my 
honour Ucs a*bleeding.** 

There was certainly plenty to be done. The war had multi- 
plied die work at the Office almost beyond computadon. 
The variety which fell to Pepys* share is mirrored in the 
official correspondence which from this time onwards he so 
carefully kept or copied. Some of these letters are better 
described in his own words as “volumes**. The supply of 
stores of every sort — blocks, and oars, colours, sails, rope, 
anchors, cables, ironwork, tobacco stalks for gun waddmg 
(an ingenious makeshift of his own) ; of men — able men for 
boatswains’, gunners* and carpenters* mates to be gathered 
in the river, pressed men to be kept by soldiers till the ships 
were ready to receive them, fishermen to be smuggled away 
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from the vigilant eye of the City’s Water Bailiff; of all die 
things which a great fleet demands and war devours, Pepys’ 
epistolary pages arc full. When they failed, he was quick 
to plan new means of supplying them. A complaint (in an 
aw^ hand from the new Commissioner at Portsmouth) 
that die shrouds were so ill-fitted that the ships masts were 
often broken as a result, set liini exploring the possibihdes 
of erecting stoves* in his Majesty’s Yards. He visited the 
ropemaker Stapely’s rope-ground at Limehousc, got a 
bricklayer to accompany liim with a measure to the prin- 
cipal stoves in the City and pumped two Dutch masters, 
whom he discovered drinking in a tavern, on the practice of 
ropemaking and stoving, subsequendy writing to Coventry 
the most elaborate treatise on a highly techmeal process of 
which a few weeks before he had known nothing whatever. 
He even turned his attendon to shipbuilding. Having formed 
high hopes of the capacity of his ingenious friend Mr Deane 
(now by his recommendation Master Shipwright at Har- 
wich), he exerted himself to bring him forward as a ship- 
wright in opposition to the all-pervading tribe of Petts. In 
March, 1665, Deane submitted a design for a new ship. 
Anxious lest it should be rejected by the expert from Ship- 
wrights’ Hall, by whom such designs were examined before 
fmal approval, Pepys privately submitted his prot^g^ s 
draught together with t^t of a rival competitor to an ex- 
perienced shipbuilder, asking him to give his views on them. 
Though much approving the other, the expert, on seeing 
Deane’s design, declared uiat the man who made it had never 
built a ship in his life, and Pepys in great distress wrote to 
Deane pointing this out and enclosing both his own and his 
rival’s draughts so that he nught amend his own accordingly 
Ultimately this somewhat unconscionable proceeding helped 
to give a great naval architect to England: two years later, 
* Kilns for putting ropes in to mak e diem pliable. 
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when Deane’s vessel was finished, the King and the Duke 
of York agreed in saying that it was the best ship ever built. 

Not that Pepys allowed any partiality to his favourites 
to blind liiin to their defects. He knew that Deane, for all 
his talent, was conceited, self-opinionated and quarrelsome; 
men arc so made that their great virtues are weighed down 
by as great failings until with age they attain to mastery over 
themselves. So when the new Commissioner, Captain John 
Taylor, appointed to the Navy Board to supervise the Yard 
at Harwich, was setting out, Pepys, anticipating trouble, 
wrote to Deane to be particularly careful to maintain good 
relations with him. In the same way he kept up a constant 
correspondence v,nth all tliosc subordinates whom for theic 
industry he had advanced in the service, encouraging tlicm 
with praise when they deserved it and admonisliing them 
wliencvcr they failed. Nor did he exclude old servants of 
the Commonwealth from his patronage : indeed, these, 
having early leamt the lessons of industry, obedience and 
punctuahty required in an official in the hard school of the 
republic, were more often than not his favouiitcs. When 
Coventry, holding that all hands would be needed for the 
work of war, got the King and Duke of York to appoint two 
of them, Colonel Thomas Middleton and Captain Taylor, 
as additiona] Navy Commissioners in charge of tlie Yards at 
Portsmouth and Harwich, Pepys Tealously defended the 
appointments against Mennes and Batten at the Board. For 
different reasons, he welcomed the addition of another 
Commissioner, the mathematical courtier Lord Brouncker, 
believing a little over hopefully that he would help to check 
the corruption of his colleagues. 

Pepys CTeatest difficulty lay, as ever, widi the merchants 
who supplied the service. Like others before and since, these 
saw in ffie coming war a golden opportunity to turn their 
country s necessity to glorious gain. Sometimes they 
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compelled die government to buy all their stores or none, 
whether it wanted them or not; at other times the sliips and 
yards were starved because they neglected to lay in sufficient 
j>rovisions. And always they tried to enhance the price. 

‘Mere’s cheap man”, wrote Pepys of one aspiring con- 
tractor, ‘‘is so unconscionably dear diat we cannot agree to 
his price for timber or plank” : therefore, he added, die Navy 
Office must look elsewhere. But sometimes there was no- 
where else to look. By April, 166$, the Board was forced 
to pay one merchant ^SS a ten for hemp in order to ke-^p 
the dockyard hands at Chatham in work. 

Yet whenever he could, the Clerk of die Acts fought the 
profiteers and beat their prices down. He was even ready on 
occasion to act against his own purse to save the Kiug’.s, t«nd 
warned his friend Warren that if he joined with his rival 
Casdo, who was making over 25 per cent on every load of 
timber served, in riggmg the price of masts against the 
government, he would abaudoii him. Not that he actuall/ 
did so, for in December, 1664, a contract was concluded 
between Warreu and Castle and the Na\^' Office for supply- 
ing 1500 loads of timber, but Pepys at lca.st went to enormous 
trouble to ensure that the contractors did not cheat the King 
of a penny more than was necessary, as liis voluminous 
papers on tliis contract — to-day preser\'cd in die Bodleian 
Library — go to show. 

After all, in an aristocratic age, a young official, without 
high family backing and wealth, could not afford to carry 
his zeal too far. He had to live, hold his place and accumuLate 
that saving capital (on whose possession depended security, 
independence, future power) which he so coveted. There- 
fore it was best not to quarrel too far with such friends as 
could help him to achieve diesc hopes. On February^ 6di, 
1665, he made a firm league with Warren to serve him (and 
himself) in all Just ways within his power; “and 1 think he 
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wi)i be a most useful and thankful man to me”, he added. 
A week or so later he defended him against Mennes, who 
had alluded to the great timber-contractor as a “cheating 
knave”. Warren showed how grateful he was by rewarding 
his young friend with much admirable and confidential 
advice — as not to do an)'tliing suddenly, but alwap to con- 
sult his pillow before he resolved on any important step. And 
dierc were also otlicr and more substantial rewards which 
flic kindly merchant saw fit to make. 

It was really surprising how easy it was to make money 
now that the needs of the Navy had become so universal. 
A little private trading on his own account in suppl)’ing flags 
to tile service brought Pepys a profit of on his outlay: 
and with great honesty too, he reflected, for he had saved the 
King double that sum. One might use one*s influence to 
secure priority of payment to a navy contractor for some 
long due debt: “die tiling most just”, he wrote of one such 
applicarion; “perhaps I may undertake it, and get some- 
thing by it, which will be a good job”. Or a merchant might 
retire to send a valuable freight beyond seas : a word in the 
right quarter would secure die vessel that bore it from the 
press-gang or provide it with a convoy, and the trade of the 
kingdom be dicreby enhanced and one’s own interest served 
at the same time; Warren promised Pepys ;^I00 for the 
protection of a single ship. And what noble gifts there would 
DC awaiting one on one s return home in the evening : two 
Lirgc silver candlesticks and snuffers from Mr Harris the 
sailmakcr, a couple of state cups worth ^6 each from 
Burrows the slopscller, or the neat silver watch from a hope- 
ful solicitor, whom Mrs Pepys so injudiciously received at 
the door and presented with a receipt. Xhis last present was 
for a short while a wonderful source of enjoyment to the 
Clerk of the Acts: but Lord! he wrote, **to see how 
much of my old folly and childishness hangs upon me still 
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that I cannot forbear carrying my watch in my hand in the 
coach all this afternoon, and seeing what o’clock it is one 
hundred times”. Of course, he was careful not to take 
anything which his conscience told him was a bribe: 
when Deering, the plank merchant, offered him twenty 
gold pieces to dispatch a contract, Pepys refused it, and 
only accepted it a month or so later with the greatest 
regret. 

Yet, in all his garden, Tangier still remained the finest 
flower. There was always something to be made from this 
remote yet convenient place, and at the meetings of die 
governing Commission, Pepys, as the youngest and most 
active member and the one with the greatest knowledge of 
the ways of contractors and merchants generally, contrived 
to get the lion’s share of whatever was going. In the 
winter of 1664-5 be had been disappointed in certain 
hopes which he had entertained of being made a Com- 
missioner of Prizes — “a visible increase of encourage- 
ment”, he had described the coveted office in a letter to 
Coventry. A far richer source of profit was now to fall to 
his share. 


For some time the incapacity of Thomas Poyy, the 
Treasurer of the Tangier Committee, had been growing 
increasingly apparent. Pepys, who had at first been much 
impressed by Povy’s commodious way of living — liis 
splendid furniture and cabinet work, his grotto and vault, 
ms bath at the top of the house, his manner of eating and 
drinking — had cried to help straighten his aflairs, but was 
forced, fine accountant as he was, to confess himself beaten : 
“such accounts”, he observed, “I never did see; or hope 


again to see in my days”. When he was attacked in Com- 
mittee, Povy detended himself so badly that he merely left 
everyone wondering whether he was a knave or a fool or 
both. Finally in March, 1665, after one particularly troubled 
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iDecring, in which many high and shameful words were 
spoken, he begged I’cpys to step aside and then and there 
offered him liis post on condition that the profits of it should 
be shared between tlicm. 

After some thought, for he was conscious that the war was 
likely to make his work at the Navy Office worth all his 
time to liim, Pepys accepted the charge. The Dukes of York 
and Albemarle, Lord Sandwich and the rest of the Com- 
inittce agreed wathout a dissentient voice to their colleague’s 
promotion : die first declared that he v/ould trust his industry 
and discredon as soon as any man’s in Bngland, and I.ord 
Fitzharding (die King’s new favourite) was seen to whisper 
something about him— it seemed to be flattering — to 
Secretary* Bennet across die table. Coventry assured Iiim that 
it would do liiin much good by making him known to die 
greatest persons in England, whereas at the present he w'a? 
buried at die Na^^ Board among four or five others. So, 
tw’o weeks after the official declaration of war on the United 
Provinces, the Clerk of the Acts of the Nav)' found himself 
also Treasurer of Tangier. It took many bard and precious 
hours, stolen from his office at Seething Lane, poring over 
complicated figures before he felt himself master of his new 
business, but, once mastered, it was worth it. Throughout 
1665 Pepys’ capital mounted rapidly. So also did his house- 
hold goods. On July 7th he made a special note in his Diary 
of what a condition it had pleased God to bring him to that 
he could number in his cellar two tierces of Claret, two 
quarter casks of Canary, a vessel of Sack, a vessel of Tent, 
another of Malaga, and another of White Wine — ^nxorc he 
believed than any of his name now alive had ever possessed 
at once. 

Moreover, he deserved it. Did not everyone unite to sing 
his praises, from Airs Bland the merchant’s wife, whom he 
helped with a passage in one of the King’s ships to her 
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husband in Tangier,* to William Coventry, “whose pro- 
fession of love and esteem for me to myself was so large and 
free that I never could expect or wish for more”? Nay, even 
the Duke of York took the trouble to tell him to his face 
how much he valued him; while Lord Sandwich, who had 
apparently quite forgorteii that perilous letter, used him at 
dinner with the greatest solemnity in the world, “carving for 
me and nobody else and calling often to my Lady to cut for 
me, and all the respect possible”. The very virtuosos of the 
Royal Society honoured him (or themselves) by electing 
him to their number, so that he was enabled in his scanty 
leisure moments to enjoy the educative and delightful 
spectacles of a hen drunk with the Florentine poison or an 
abortive child preserved fresh in spirits of salt f in the 
company of the most learned and worthy persons in 
Engird. Sometimes he could scarcely believe it all, sitting 
in Committee with his hat on while his old superior, Mr 
Sberwin, stood bareheaded before him: “I thank God I 
chink myself never a whit the better man for all that”, he 
added. In a way it was all a kind of miracle — the miraculous 
providence of God: it certainly seemed so that February 
when Mr Barlow, that good, honest pensioner, died, “for 
which, God knows my heart, I could be as sorry as is possible 
for one to be for a stranger by whose death he gets 
per annum. ... I have cause to bless God and do it from 
the bottom of my heart.” 

All the while the preparations for the first summer of the 
war went forward. The four great wants of England's Navy 

**‘Rcally Sir,” wrote that enchanted lady of a naval captain who at 
Pepys* command had given her passage, *^he did treat me with cliat 
respect that if I had been the greatest lad^y in England be could not show 
me more, and clearly it was upon your account/* Mrs Bland to Pepys, 
March 2zst, 1664; Rau/Ihuon MSS. A. 174, f. 95. 

f Pepys must have been wrong here ; it cannot have beren spirits of salt 
that preserved die abortive child. 
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were money, men, materials and meat, and Pepys letters 
during the spring of 1665 ring the changes on these needs. 
Money he had done his best to supply a few months earlier 
when, in company with Sir George Carteret and Sir Philip 
Warwick of the Treasury, he had helped to cook the Navy 
estimates for Parliament, “studying all we could to make the 
last year swell as high as we could**. In November, 1664, 
the House had voted ^(^2,500,000 for the war, to be spread 
over a period of two and a half years : a great sum it seemed 
at the time, but as early as December 3rd Pepys predicted its 
inadequacy. Nor was it speedily available : long and valuable 
weeks were spent in discussing the means of raising it and 
many wearier months in doing so. By February the Clerk 
of the Acts was reporting to Coventry that the service was 
running apace into the old ill cflfects of bad payments. 
Merchants whose bills were outstanding refused to renew 
their contracts save on exorbitant terms to cover the risk of 
non-payment ; others declared their inability to supply at all 
imtil recouped for their previous expenditure. “What we 
shall shortly do without better payments”, Pepys wrote to 
Coventry. “I am at a loss to guess, or add to your other 
melancholy meditations so heavy a one as this, but it*s come 
already that people under their hands have said *Pay me for 
what you have had and 1*11 trust you further.’ ” Wherl he 
pleaded before the Privy Coimcil for the needful supplies, 
he was only met by signs of amazement and discontent. 
‘"Why, what means all Mr Pepys?” cried the old Lord 
Treasurer, holding up his hands; * tnis is true, you say, but 
what would you nave me do? I have given all I can for my 
liic. Why will not people lend their money? Why will they 
not trust the King as well as Oliver? Why do our prizes 
come to nothing that yielded so much heretofore?” And 
this was all tlie answer he could get. 

All this Pepys attributed to the idleness and incapacity of 
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those in high places : “one of the saddest things that, at such 
a time as tliis, with the greatest action on foot that ever was 
in England, nothing should be minded”. Yet, though with 
his cautious and logical intelligence he saw the inevitable 
consequences of such Enancial constipation better than anv 
other man, he lacked the high imagination, given to very 
few, to pierce to the heart of the cause and find in it, not the 
extravagance of the Court or the laziness of the great, but 
that fatal duahty of sovereignty which paralysed England’s 
action from the Restoration to the Revolution, Later he was 
to change his views ; for the present he set down his troubles 
to the carelessness of his superiors, of which there was cer- 
tainly all too much. But the crudi of tlie matter was that, so 
long as the King, who controlled the executive, had 
no power to make Parhament give him money and no 
macnincry of credit to bridge the gulf between current 
expenditure and future income, a prolonged national war 
could only end in bankruptcy. 

For the moment, want of men was even more serious than 
want of money. All through the early months of 1665 the 
Navy Office and the King s Captains were seeking for sea- 
men. On January 15th Pepys, with Coventry and three 
admirab, was one of a little aclegation of five who pleaded 
before the King and Council that tlic Turkey Company’s 
ships might be prevented from leaving for tlic Medi- 
terranean, since of 30,000 sailors needed to man the Navy 
26,000 had to be found from the merchant marine. In the 
eastern counties, where the war was popular, there was no 
difficulty in recruiting, but ebewhere the press-gang 
brought in far from satisfactory material — poor landsmen 
“fitter to keep sheep than to sail in such great ships”, who 
when caught as quickly deserted, so that Coventry in 
despair wrote that nothing but hanging would man tlie 
Fleet. And among the lobstermen, trawlers, trinkers and 
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hebbcrs of Greenwich and Barking Pepys, making good 
the deficiencies of his Majesty’s Nas^, took his fishy way * 
tlie victualling of the Fleet he was still more actively 
engaged. Though the responsibihty for provisioning the 
Navy lay witli the civilian Victualler, Dennis Gauden, ^e 
Navy Office was expected to supervise his efforts, and with 
Perm and Coventry much at sea and Mennes and Batten 
increasingly incompetent, a large burden lay on the Clerk of 
the Acts— the greater because he bad no subordinate machin- 
ery with ^vluch to oversee the Victualler s agents at tlie 
ports. Indeed, he was often quite alone at the Office, heaving 
the whole weight of this as of other matters: “sat all mom- 
iiig and I did most of the hasiness there. God wot”, runs one 
of lus typical entries. “Let your letters be directed to the 
Board or myself”, he told Coventry, “for twenty to one to 
me they will come at last. But *twas spitefully done”, he 
added, “to give you this counsel just now when, by my 
being alone, the Board and Mr Pepys are all one.” 

Twice that spring was die Fleet got out to sea, and to this 
great end were all Pepys’ efforts directed — “laying about us 
all we can to meet the spring with a good fleet”, as he him- 
self put it. Rising at six or earlier eve^ morning, securing 
lighters to carry stores and provisions (he even contrived to 
make a little profit for liimsclf out of his industry), or going 
down the river at midnight to hasten out the victualling 
ships, he was the life and soul of the administration; “the 
right hand of the Navy here”, the Duke of Albemarle — 
left in charge of the Admiralty while the Duke of York was 

* Witness Pepys* long and detailed survey, dated March 5cli, 1665, and 
now preserved in his letter-book in the National M-iritiine Museum at 
Greenwich, of the Thames fishing trade and die claim of its brethren to 
be fircc of the press. Among the argument which he advanced against 
this claun was the heavy unemployment among the fisberwomen — “the 
greatest nursery of lewd women, beggars and bastards about the City.** 
Greenwich MSS. pp. 161 ei seq. 
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at sea — styled him. No wonder the King called liim by name 
to speak to him of the service whenever he saw him, and the 
old Lord Chancellor stroked him on the head. 

On April 21st the Fleet, widi die Duke of York, Coventry 
and Penn as Captain-General aboard the Royal Charles, 
sailed for die Dutch coast, hoping to enrice die Dutch out to 
batde: “God go along with them”, was Pepys’ prayer. But, 
unfortunately, what did not go along with them was enough 
beer : as Coventry had gloomily prophesied, Mr Gauden had 
ensured diat the Fleet should not stay long abroad- On 
May 15th die thirsty sailors returned home. 

Once more Pepys busied himself firanrically in prepara- 
uons to get out die Fleet. Meanwhile the Dutcli put to sea. 
On May 24th dicy fell in with the English Hamburg convoy, 
which was bringing home the naval stores dicn so badly 
needed in England from the Baldc, and captured them. 
The efforts to get out the English Fleet were redoubled, 
and on May 30th the Duke of York, with 109 warships, 
28 fireships and 21.000 men, weighed from the Gun Fleet. 
Pepys leant back, as it were, with a sigh of relief. He had 
done his part “carefully and faithfully. One word more I 
have“, he wrote to Coventry, “which is to commit the 
whole matter, and the many noble lives hazarded therein to 
the protccdon of the Almighty. “ 

Tnen next day — it was June ist — he put on his new silk 
camlet coat, the best that ever he had worn in his life and one 
that had cost liim £,24, Thus arrayed he made his way to 
Westminster Hall, where, in his words, he took “the fairest 
flower and by coa^ to Totliill Fields till it was dark. I 'light, 
and in with the flurest flower to eat a cake, and there did do 
as m^^h as was safe with my flower, and tliat was enough 
on my part. Broke up, and away without any nodee, and, 
after delivering the rose where it should be, I to the Temple 
and ’light and there took another coach and so home to 
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write letters, but very few, God knows, being by my pleasure 
made to forget everything that is.” Save for a drive with 
Elizabeth and Mercer in the coach and a single play, it was 
the first he had had for many a week. “Take it then in your 
own merry mathematics”, he had told Coventry, “I have 
heard no music but on Sunday dicse six months.'* 

On June ist tlie rival navies came in sight of each other off 
tlie Suffolk coast. Early on die morning of the 3rd, the 
Enghsh dicn having die weather gauge, the action began at 
a distance of 14 miles N.N.E. firom Lowestoft. All that day 
“the two most mighty and best appointed Fleets which any 
age had ever seen, disputed the command of the greater half 
of the globe, the commerce of nations and the riches of the 
Universe**. Wliilc they did so, the noise of the cannon 
trembled in the summer haze, passing across the farms and 
villages of Suffolk and Essex, until it reached London. Then, 
as Pepys’ contemporary Dryden rccaUed it, “everyone went 
following the sound as his fancy led him ; and leaving die 
town almost empty, some took towards die Park, some 
across die river, and others down it, all seeking noise in 
the depth of the silence**. As Dryden and his companions 
rowed towards Greenwich, htde undulations of sound, “like 
the noise of distant thunder or of swallows in a chimney**, 
reached them. Then they ceased and were heard no more. 

Pepys heard them, going about the City on his naval 
occasions ; heard too by letters from Harwich that the fleets 
were engaged, and thought much and with deep anxiety 
of his cousin and patron, now co mmandin g the Blue 
Squadron, and of the Duke of York and Coventry, upon 
whom all his worldly hopes rested. “I tremble at what the 
consequences of it may be, should the Fleet come home in 
the condition we hope to put our enemy into**, he had told 
the latter a few weeks before, and he trembled now. 
Happily his anxiety was tempered by one of those internecine 
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battles in which administrative England delights to engage 
in time of peril, and, while the great ships poured forth their 
broadsides on the deep, Pepys at home lustily defended his 
clerk Hayter, who at this most opportune moment had 
been committed to the Gatehouse by die Council for un- 
wittingly infringing some technical regulation. And he had 
to stand bail for him in ;£ioo before he could get him out. 

For five days no certain news came. Letters from the coast 
towns showed that the batde had drifted eastwards, but diat 
was all. Rumours of victorv, to which Pepys gave small 
credence, ran the round of the Exchange ; others diat Lord 
Sandwich had been killed. It was oppressively hot — hotter 
than he could ever remember ; on the 7th, while Elizabeth 
with Mercer, Mary the cook, Tom Edwards and Will 
Hewer were refreshing themselves on the river, the diirsty 
Clerk of the Acts tried to buy himself a glass of whey at the 
New Exchange and it was only with the greatest difficulty 
that he could obtain it. Later that day he noticed in Drury 
Lane two or three houses marked with red crosses upon die 
doors: the plague, despite all attempts to keep it out. had 
come to town, brought over from Holland where it had been 
raging in the previous year. "It put me into an ill conception 
of myself and my smell”, he wrote as he sat up waiting for 
Elizabeth’s return, "so that I was forced to buy some roll- 
tobacco to smell and to chew, which took away die 
apprehension.” 

Next afternoon, Thursday the 8di, the long-awaited news 
came. Pepys was at the Lord Treasurer’s at a conference 
with the goldsmiths when he heard of it : that the Dutch 
had been totally routed, and that the Duke of York, Prince 
Rupert, Lord Sandvrich and Coventry were all safe : news 
that put him into such joy that he forgot all other thoughts — 
the heat, the want of money, the plague-stricken homM 
in Drury Lane which he had so carefully warned Elizabeth 
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to avoid when she went out to dine at Will Joyce’s. Then, as 
soon as the bankers had departed, he hurried across to the 
Cockpit, where he found the Duke of Albemarle like a man 
out of himself with content. By and by a letter came in from 
Coventry to the Duke, who flung it unopened to Pepy s to read. 

It was almost too good to be true. The Dutch, neglecting 
to use the weather gauge for two days, had lost it by the 
morning of the 3rd to the English, who then attacked, the 
two battle lines gradually closing with each other. 'I’hc 
Dutch flagship, witli tlic High Admiral Opdam on board, 
had blown up and by nightfall over twenty of tlieir great 
ships had been taken or destroyed. The rest had escaped to 
their harbours, the victorious Enghsh, though with shattered 
masts and tom sails and rigging, riding victorious along tlie 
Dutch coast. The Dutch had lost, it was beUeved, eight 
tliousand men, the Enghsh less tlian eight hundred, though 
among the dead were die Earl of Marlborough and Rear- 
Admiral Sansum, and the Earl of Falmouth (die King’s 
dearest friend). Lord Muskerry and Mr Boyle, all three 
killed by a single shot wliile standing beside the Duke of 
York. Vice-Admiral Lawson, too, had been wounded, but 
it was hoped not mortally. The letter ended with urgent 
demands for stores of all kinds to be sent down to the coast 
against the Fleet’s return. Unfortunately the Dutch had not 
been totally destroyed and there was no mention of Lord 
Sandwich’s services. For the rest, a greater victory had never 
been known. 

Tliis letter and others methodical Mr Pepys copied out in 
his memorandum book, abo making a summary of it in his 
Diary. Then, with his heart full of Joy, he spent the evening 
with Lady Penn and her cliildreii, who were “not a litde 

E uffed up” at the good success of their father. Together they 
t a great bonfire at the Navy Office gate and were ex- 
ceedingly merry. 



Aet. 32] A REMARKABLE LETTER 26l 

Such, at least so far as it touched the life of Samuel Pepys, 
was the battle of Lowestoft. Later news fully confirmed the 
extent of the victory. When the Duke of York and his 
courtiers, all fat and lusty and ruddy by being in the sun, 
returned to Whitehall, Pepys learnt more: how the great 
ships with their powerful guns had performed die real 
business, “they quite deadening die enemy”, what brave 
things Captain Jeremy Smith in the Mary had done, and how 
basely (this fiom his cousin's own mouth) Lord Sandwich, 
who had led the van almost the entire day and had broken 
the enemy's line, had been treated in being omitted fi’om the 
printed relation of the batde. Poor Lawson’s wound turned 
out to be worse than had been supposed; and, despite visits 
from the King and Mr Pepys, he died at Greenwich on June 
25th of ‘*a fever, a thrush and a hiccough, all three together, 
which arc, it seems, very bad symptoms". Coventry, more 
fortunate, was knighted and sworn a Privy Councillor. 

Pepys also was stirred to battle by the events of that 
month. Some while before, in learning his business, he noted 
that, in “speaking in matters distasteful to liim that we write 
to, it is best to do it in the plainest way without umbrages 
or reasoning, but only say matters of f^ and leave the parry 
to collect your meaning In June, 1665, he gave a remark- 
able example of how thoroughly he had mastered that 
lesson. For some time Commissioner Pett had been grum- 
bling at the great contraa for masts which the Navy Board 
at Pepys* recommendation bad concluded with Sir William 
Warren. He now wrote formally charging the Board with 
neglect. He received in reply a most unexpected letter, 
“Sir,” wrote Pepys, “in answer to yours of the 12th ... I 
must own myself much surprised to find so severe a reflec- 
tion upon the whole Board in the business of masts, as if 
they, contrary to your fiequent advice, had committed 
some such heinous neglect in die contracting with one 
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man for our supply of masts that it needed a public declara- 
tion of your incense thereon.” 

“What I have to say**, he continued, closing into column 
formation, “is this: 

1. Tliat to this hour 1 never heard you, either publicly or 
privately, oppose this contract or offer any better or other, saving 
one with Mr Shorter, which he upon treaty did voluntarily 
decline. . . . 

2. That at the time of the making this contract, Mr Wood and 
others were summoned, but none would entertain our supply. . . . 

3. That no contract appearing in my books for 15 years back- 
ward (so well as things were done then) equals this in cheapness 
and omer circumstances of advantage to the King. 

4. That it was made deliberately, and by His Royal Highness* 
particular approbation, as well as hill advice of the Board. . . . 

Lastly. I nave this furdier to vindicate the Board with, that as 
you never did propose any other way so I am ready to make good, 
that at the time and since, no English mcrch^t but Sir W, 
Warren was, and has been, able to serve us with that quantity and 
sort of masts as he has done upon that contract, and uierefore no 
contrary advice of yours (if you had given any) could have been 
of use to us.** 

“You will please to pardon this unusuall style,’* he concluded, 
“it being upon a matter extraordinary and in defence of the 
whole Board against a very untimely and, I think, unjust a 
charge. . . . 

I remain, Sir, Your very humble servant 

Samuel Pepys.** 

It was the first of those tremendous epistolary broadsides, 
leaving his enemy raked, dismasted ana without the power 
of reply, which in the course of the next seven years raised 
the young Clerk of the Acts to the highest administrative 
position in the Navy. Already the war was bringing out 
the inner man of action and dogged determination which 
was the very core of Samuel Pepys. 



chapter XIII 
Mr Greatheart 


“ Thou shalt not be afraid for any terror bv night : nor for the arrow that 
flieth by day; for the pcstUcnce that walkcih in darkness: nor for the 
sickness that destroycth in the noon-day. A thousand sliall fill beside thee, 

and ten thousand at thy right hand: but it shall not come nigh thee. 

Psalm xci. 

“I have never lived so merrily (besides that I never got so much) as I have 
done this plague time.’* Diary, Dec. 31st, 1665. 

During the month of June the plague increased rapidl)^ 
On the loth it had entered the house of Pepys’ good friend 
and neighbour. Dr Burnett of Fenchurch Street. A week 
later, as he drove home from the Lord Treasurer s, the hack- 
ney coach in which he was riding came to a sudden stop and 
the coachman staggered down, crying that he was struck 
sick and scarce able to see. Next day at church Mr Mills 
preached a sorry sermon to prove that there was a world to 
come. Many who heard him were soon to discover this truth 
for themselves. By the 21st the streets were full of coaches 
and wagons, packed with goods and people, rumbling over 
the coSles for the country. The London Bills of Mortality 
for the last week showed that 267 had died of the pbguc. 

Pepys. like his neighbours, took precautionary steps. 
Packing off his mother, who was on a visit to tovm, to 
Brampton, he took lodgings for Elizabeth at Woolwch at 
the house of William Sheldon, the Clerk of the Cheque. 
Thither, with her maids Mercer and Mary, she departed on 
July 5th. leaving Alice and little Susan to look after the house 
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in Seething Lane. Samuel remained: he had his work and 
was resolved to stay. He bade farewell to Coventry, who 
with all the rest of the Court was also leaving (save old 
Albemarle, who remained serenely behind at the Cockpit), 
and, with a due sense of the solemnity of the times, put his 
estate in order and prepared himself for death. 

Yet instead of dying he lived, aud lived as even he had 
never Uved before. During the past six months work had 
almost banished pleasure from his life. But now pleasure 
returned, flowing in like a summer tide over the waiting 
sands of life. On a late June evening he revisited Vauxhall, 
noting his sober contentment in this escape from business, 
“wliich with the air and pleasure of the garden was a great 
refreshment to me and, methinks, that which we ought to 
joy ourselves in**. So in the last days ofjunc he resolved that 
he would shut his office henceforward while it was still day- 
light and enjoy what remained of the pleasant evenings of 
summer. The departure of all the great world from London 
made this easier. 

In the first week of July the mortality from plague increased 
to seven hundred ; in the second to over one thousand. Pepys 
knew these things and was afraid. But they did not stop him 
from driving Mary, the girl from the “Harp and BalT’, by 
coach to take the air at Hampstead and Highgate; **muc]i 
pleased** he was “with her company, pretty and innocent, 
and had what pleasure almost I would with her**. Nor did it 
keep his entranced feet from seeking the house of Mrs Bag- 
well at Deptford when he visited Woolwich to see his wife 
— a little strange he found the latter, to his wonder and 
distress, but on his admiring her drawings, all was well 
again. 

He had a new source of delight that summer. Before he 
left London, Lord Sandwich — now about to sail with the 
Fleet — sent for Samuel and, propounding a match between 
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his daughter. Lady Jemimah, and Sir George Carteret’s eldest 
son, asked him to approach that gentleman in the matter. 
Delighted at the prospect of being of use to his patron and of 
cementing an alliance between him and his powerful col- 
league, he informed the latter’s friend Dr Clerkc, wliicli 
he (as I knew he would) took with great content : and we 
both agreed that my Lord and he, being both men relating 
to the sea, under a land aspect of his Majesty, already good 
friends, and both virtuous and good fainiiys, their allyancc 
might be of good use to us”. Thereafter matters had pro- 
ceeded rapidly. Within three days Pepys, hastening between 
Lord Sandwich and Sir George Carteret, had negotiated a 
settlement eminently satisfactory to botli sides. What was 
more, both the King and the Duke of York were dehghtcd. 

At the beginning of July Lord Sandwich, having signed 
and sealed the necessary writing, departed for sea, leaving 
“honest Mr Pepys” in charge of the remaining negotiations. 
During the next few weeks the latter became in consequence 
a most important social personage. No longer, when he 
visited the Treasurer of the Navy, was the conversation con- 
frned to the melancholy topic of the Office debts : when 
official matters were done, he would venture on “a litdc 
merry discourse of our marrying business”. It was indeed a 
subject on which the seventeenth century delighted to dwell. 
And what a wonderful change he now found in the proud 
and awe-inspuing Carteret! — so light, so fond, so merry, 
so boyish”, he could scarcely bcUeve he was the same person. 

On July 9th Pepys, in his capacity as deputy for the pro- 
spective bride's uthcr, waited on Lady Sandwich at 
Carterets’ country house at Deptford. He was received witfr 
the most extraordinary civility by Lady Carteret : the / 

kind lady in the world she seemed to be. And her generos^.' 
to the prospective bride proved it. “But Lordl to sec 
kind my Lady Carteret is to her!” wrote the entranced 
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Pepys; “sends her most rich Jewells, and provides bedding 
and things of all sorts most richly for her, which makes my 
Lady and me out of our wits almost to see the kindness^e she 
treats us all with, as if they would buy die yoimg lady.* 

An even greater joy followed on July 15th a summons 
to stay for the week-end at Dagnams in Essex, the seat of 
Lady Wright, Lady Sandwich*s sister, where the brid^ party 
was to reside until the wedding. Pepys had the privilege of 
escorting die bridegroom there. For all the magnificence of 
die occasion, he was a litde disappointed in his charge. “But 
Lord!*’ he wrote, “what silly discourse we had by the way 
as to love-matters, he being the most awkerd man ever I met 
with ill my life as to diat business.*’ He himself could have 
taught liini so much. After that, when old Lord Crewe after 
supper proposed that die young people should be left alone 
“to begin their amours’*. Pepys advised against it. “lest die 
lady might be too much surprised’*. So instead he led the 
young gentleman up to his chamber, where he asked him 
now he liked the lady, “which he told me he did mightily, 
but Lord 1 in the dullest, insipid manner that ever lover did *. 

Next morning — it was Sunday — Pepys, deeply conscious 
of the honourable responsibility which had devolved on him 
as the bridegroom’s trainer, returned to the charge. Walking 
up and down the gallery with him, he told him what to do : 
how he should take the lady always by the hand to lead her 
and what compliments to pay her when, as he warned 
him would be the case, he would be left alone with her. But, 
alas, though young Carteret thanked his kind mentor pro- 
fusely, frankly admitting how much he needed training, 
neither coming nor going to church had he the confidence 
to take his lady so much as once by the hand, so that Pepys 
was forced to give him a gentle rebuke. After dinner the 
great ordeal came, and the young folk were left for the first 
rim e together — “and a little pretty daughter of my Lady 



Aet. 32] AT jbm’s wedding 267 

Wright’s most innocently came out afterwards, and shut the 
door to, as if she had done it, poor child, by inspiration . 
But when next day Pepys asked Lady Jem how she liked the 
gentleman she blushed and hid her face, and the utmost that 
she could be brought to say was that she would rcadilv 
obey her father’s and mother’s commands. One is left wim 
the impression that Pepys derived a great deal more pleasure 
from the week-end tl^ die lovers : he certainly made the 
Caiterets shout with laughter with the account he gave them 
of it all when he returned to Deptford. 

Notliing could decrease Pepys’ enjoyment of an affair so 
full of honourable entertainment, fine journeys and noble 
company — not the swelling Bills of Mortahtv, nor melan- 
choly, plague-stricken London, with its coachless streets and 
its bells ever tolling across the sweltering air, nor the frighten- 
ed inhospitalicy of the great in their sanctuary at Hampton 
Court. He was out to enjoy every moment of it : even 
chilly midnight hours when the Cartcrcts’ coach, returning 
from Dagnams to Deptford, missed die ferry at the Isle of 
Dogs and he and Sir George and liis daughter. Lady Scott, 
refusing to be daunted, pulled up the glass and, resolving to 
make a frolic of it, slept and picnicked with great content in 
the coach! On the last day of the month, leaving his office, 
Pepys hastened with Sir George Carteret to the wedding and, 
being again stranded in the Isle of Dogs, arrived just too late 
for me ceremony. But he was in good time to cat the wed- 
ding dinner, undress the bridegroom (with many a mer^ 
jest) and see the young people to bed. I kissed the bride m 
bed”, he related, “and so the curtaines drawnc with the 
greatest gravity that could be, and so good night. But , he 
added, *^thc modesty and gravity of this business so 
decent, that it was to me indeed ten times more dclightfull 
than if it had been twenty times more merry and josoalL 
Next morning he hurried up to see the young people and 
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found them both red in the face and well enough pleased 
^th their night^s lodging. It was a wonderful wedding — 
“the onlv occurrence I ever meet with”, he assured Lord 
Sandwich, “begun, preceded on and finished with the same 
uninterrupted cxccssc of satisfaction to all partys”. As for his 
own part in the transaction, he had never spent so liappy a 
month in his life — with abundance of joy and honour and 
pleasant Joumics and brave entertainment and without cost 

of money . It was hard to beUeve that plague and war were 
really raging. 

Not that Pepys could be always content with such decor- 
ous dchghts. Returning from the wedding, he fell to a little 
love-making on his own (of a quahty very different firom 
that of young Carteret), sending for his maid Susan to comb 
his head on a Sabbath morning and then, to use his own 
curious phrasing, “nuper ponendo mes mains in su des choses 
dc son breast, mais”, he added with admirable caution, “il 
faut que Jje leave it lest it bring me to alcun major incon- 
venience A few days later, interspersed between die usual 
interludes with Mrs Bagwell (who could now count on 
being visited whenever the Clerk of the Acts went to see 
his wife at W^oolwich^ so conveniently adjacent were his 
Majesty’s dockyards to one another), he tried his hand on a 
yoimg married woman named Robbins, daughter to old 
Delkes the waterman, who had called at the Office to get her 
hushed exempted firom being pressed to sea. At her first 
j^it he only managed to kiss her, but on a second occasion 
he was more fortunate. But the height of his August felicity 
came in a dream (three thousand had perished of the pesti- 
lence that week) when he dreamt that he had Lady Castle- 
mame in his arms and was admitted to all the dalliance he 
could d^ire with her, and "then”, added the happy philo- 
sopher, dreamt that it was only a dream, but that since it 
was a dream and that I took so much real pleasure in it, what 
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a happy thing it would be if when we are in our graves (as 
Shakespcerc resembles it) we could dream, and dream but 
such dreams as this, that then we should not need to be so 
fearful of death as we are this plague time”. 

Mrs Pepys, though she did not know the reason, gained 
greatly by tlicse amorous encounters. When her husbajid 
visited Woolwicli on August I4.th, he presented her with a 
diamond ring (given him by an old acquaintance in return 
for procuring him a purser’s place). A week later she with 
her two maids (‘‘which are both good wenches”) impor- 
tuned Samuel to buy her a pearl necklace ; this also he con- 
sented to do, for he had an appointment with Bagwell later 
in the day. She was even gaining a Uttle freedom, though he 
was no less jealous than before : there was a great quarrel that 
autumn over a mysterious letter from an unknown man 
found in her possession. But he was learning wisdom. When 
the maids, threatened with dismissal, gave as was their wont 
mysterious hints about Elizabeth’s gaddings abroad with 
certain Frenchmen or dark clouds gathered in his mind about 
her relations with Browme the drawing-master, Samuel 
did liis best to forget them, being unwilling, as he wisely 
said, to vex himself in a strange place at a melancholy 


time. 

And all the while plague and war wxre riding across liis 
world. Even during the wedding festivities at Dagnams,sonie 
young gallants of the place, on passing a closc-curtaiued 
coach in a narrow lane and thrusting in their heads to ogle 
the pretty, modest gentlewoman within, saw a glxasdy 
female figure (“in a sick dress and stunk mightily ) being 
borne to the pest-house. At Combe Farm near Greenwich 
human bodies lay unbuned, while armed watchmen forbade 
any to comc in or go out, ** this disease making us more cruel 
to one another dian if we were dogs”. By the end of August 
the London Bills of Mortality for plague alone had risen to 
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over six thousand. ’Change was deserted, corpses were car- 
ried openly through the streets in the daytime and there were 
no boats upon the river. In terror, tlie remaining Principal 
Officers of the Navy petitioned that their meetings might be 
held at Deptford or Greenwich. Only Pepys remained 
quietly at Seething Lane, making his way, a little fearfully, 
tlirougli the stricken streets, but unshaken in the pursuit of 
liis work and pleasure; once he was even impelled by his 
insatiable curiosity (“God forgive me”) to walk into Moor- 
fields to sec if he could observe any corpses being taken to the 
plague pit. He made much of it in his letters to others — the 
horror, the uncanny silence of the streets, tlie gruesome 
stories — but, as the pages of his Diary show, he did not let 
it interfere with his business. “You, sir, took your turn 
at tlie sword,” he wrote to Coventry. “I must not therefore 
grudge to take mine at the pestilence.” 

For the needs of the Navy continued to demand his un- 
flagging attention. In July, after a month of hurried effort, 
the Fleet had been got to sea again under Sandwich — ^with 
Penn as Vice-Admiral — in the hopes of intercepting De 
Ruler’s Adantic squadron and the richly laden Dutch East 
India ships as they sneaked home to Holland round the coasts 
of Scodand and Norway. Rumours of an engagement ffom 
time to time reached England ; then early in August came the 
news, as humihating to the expectant islanders as it was 
heartening to the Dutch, that the great De Ruyter with his 
weather-beaten ships had given Sandwich’s waiting fleet the 
slip and got safely into die Ems. By the middle of the month 
worse followed; that an attempt to seize the Dutch East 
India ships as they lay in the neutral harbour of Bergen had 
failed through a diplomatic misunderstanding at Copen- 
hagen, Admiral Teddiman’s squadron, which Sandwich had 
dispatched to effect the seizure, being repulsed by the guns 
of the Danish forts which he had been told would be s dent. 
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England’s belief that the victory of June had given her 
command of the seas had proved a delusion. The Dutch, 
heartened by the return of their hero Dc Ruyter, were pre- 
paring to cliallcnge her again in the Nordi Sea, and her own 
fleet was forced to return to harbour for tlic ignominious 
but unchallengeable reason that its victuals had given out 
weeks in advance of the time allowed for by the victualling 
contract. 

Once more tlicre followed ten daysof breathless action for 
the naval administration until the clamour of the country 
could be appeased and the Fleet once more be got to sea. 
De Ruyter was known to have sailed for Bergen to fetch 
home the East Indiamen, and the honour of the nation, as 
well as its hungry Treasury, urgently demanded that he 
should be intercepted. Pepys in particular had especial reason 
to pray for a speedy sailing, for his patron Sandwich was 
being universally assailed for the iU-fortunc which had 
attended the Fleet. His prayer was answered. ”My Lord”, 
he wrote to Lady Carteret on September 4tli, “is gone to sea 
with a noble fleet, in want of notliing but a certainty of 
meeting the enemy.” 

There followed ten anxious days, while all England waited 
desperately lest the enemy should get back to harbour with 
its guarded treasures before Lord Sandwich could find them. 
Pepys, who knew what it had cost to set out the Fleet again, 
was particularly apprehensive. Then, on September 10th, 
wliilc he was spending a lazy Sunday with his wife at 
Woolwich, there came an express with glorious ddin^s : that 
Lord Sandwich had met with part of Dc Ruyter s fleet, 
divided and driven oflT its course by a storm, and captured 
two of the great East India ships and six or seven others— 
a noble prize. As though on air Pepys walked the inter- 
vening miles to Greenwich, where the Navy Office ^d his 
own temporary lodging were now established, and there 
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supped at Captain Cocke’s house in the society of Lord 
Brounckcr and his mistress, Sir John Mennes, Sir W. Doyly 
and Mr John Evelyn of Sayes Court, Deptford. Never in all 
his life had he spent so merry an evening, for tlie news after 
the long suspense had put them all into an ecstasy of joy, 
particularly old Mennes, who loved to be merry, and quiet, 
sober Mr Evelyn, who kept making up comic verses so 
aptly ajid fast that they nearly died of laughing, wliich, 
related Pepys, recalling that uproarious scene, “did so stop 
the mouth of Sir J. Mennes in die middle of all his mirth 
(and in a thing agreeing with his own manner of genius) that 
I never saw any man so outdone in all my life ; and Sir J. 
Mennes’s mirth too to see himself out-done was the crown of 
all our mirth”. It was, he decided, one of the times of ail his 
life when he was fullest of the true sense of joy. 

More good news followed on the I4.th, when a letter 
arrived from Solebay that the Fleet had returned with a 
dozen or so more prizes, including four battleships and a 
thousand men taken from the storm-scattered Dutch in a 
further encoimtcr. A more daring admiral than Sandwich 
might perhaps have done more — flung his fleet against De 
Ruyter and ended the war in an overwhelming victory. 
But, battling against storms on a perilous enemy coast, with 
rich prizes in store and his own victuals running short, he 
had decided tliat he was not justified in forcing an engage- 
ment. He accordingly sailed for his native land with his 
prizes intact, closing his journal of the voyage with the words 
Deo Gratias, For the moment, so far as that plague-tortured 
land could be grateful for anything, it was the feeling of 
England. 


To those Enghshmen most concerned, however, the prizes 
brought trouble even greater in extent tlian the half million 
pounds of precious spices which they were worth. It was an 
old custom of the Navy that captured merchandise lying 
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between decks should be divided on reacliing port among 
the common seamen — a rule easy enough to understand in 
days when a poor man had no postal address and disappeared 
&om oflScial ken as soon as he was paid oft* But the officers 
had to await the official award of the Roval Commission for 
Prizes. Knowing the financial difficulties of tlic Restoration 
government and the notorious good nature of its Prince, and 
perhaps envious at the unseemly scramble which according 
to wont was already going on between the decks of the 
captured Indiameu, the commanders of the victorious Fleet 
decided to take a short cut to their reward. At a Council of 
flag-officers held in Lord Sandwich’s cabin on die voyage to 
England, it was decided to resort to an immediate share-out. 
Penn, die Vice-Admiral, was particularly insistent on the 
advisability of this course, and the majority of the Council 
supported him . Sandwich carelessly, and perhaps not un- 
mindful of his own debts, acquiesced. The I^g’s allowance, 
he had no doubt, would follow when asked for. It was, as 
he afterwards told Pepys, so much easier to keep money 
when once got of the King than to get it when it was too 
late. But such a course as he now adopted was too easy even 
for the government of a monarch who confessedly liked to 
be easy and see everyone about him so. 

As soon as the ships anchored off the Buoy of the Nore, 
the Admirals, following the example of the common sea- 
men, began to help themselves. It was a disgraceful scene. 
Between decks the sailors had finished tlicir plunder, and 
soon the taverns along the riverside were filled with poor 
wretches offering bags of cloves and nutmegs at prices which 
would make any grocer’s mouth water. In the holds their 
superiors now thrust more capacious hands, tossing and 
tumbling and spoiling all things in their haste to come at tlic 
finer goods. Sandwich and Penn both annexed plunder to 
the value of ^4000, the other Admirals of about ^2000 each. 
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One or two, including Sir George Ayscue and stout Christo- 
pher Myngs, stood out, refusing to touch a pennyworth of 
wealth so irregularly distributed, but the rest had no such 
qualms. Then, on September 21st, the two great Indiamen 
were dispatched with the remainder, and greater, part of 
their treasure to Erith to be dealt with as the Prize Commis- 
sioners and Officers of the Customs saw fit. 

It was not long before Samuel Pepys appeared on the 
scene of all this wealth. Four days after the slups berthed he 
came to a resolve to go down to tlie Nore. With Lord 
Brouncker and the merchant Captain Cocke as his com- 
panions he at once embarked on the Bezatt yacht. After 
sailing merrily all night, they came at dawn within sight of 
the Fleet — “a very fine thing to behold, being above 100 
ships, great and small, with the flag-ships of each squadron, 
distinguished by their several flags of their main, fore or 
mizen masts”. When they went aboard the Prince, Lord 
Sandwich was still in his nightgown ; however, he received 
them kindly, telling them at some length how ill-pro- 
visioned the Fleet was and how there was not a drop of beer 
left. After that the visitors nosed about the ship for them- 
selves. Before they departed again in the evening Pepys had 
borrowed ^500 from Will Flowe, the Admiral's Deputy 
Treasurer, in order to buy in partnership with Captain 
Cocke £,1000 worth of mace, nutmegs, cinnamon and 
cloves from Sir Roger Cuttance, the captain. It would prove, 
he was assured, a most profitable business. 

The voyage home was less prosperous. For one thing, no 
sooner had Pepys got aboard the yacht, overjoyed with the 
good work he had done that day, than he was overcome 
with sea-sickness and “began to spue soundly and so con- 
tinued” till the vessel reached the calm of the Medway. 
For another, when they came to Greenwich next morning, 
it was found that Captain Cocke's boy had retired to his bed 
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with a headache — “a bad sign it seems”. The alarm proved 
a false one, but it was a nasty shock. That week the plague 
deaths in London reached the record figure of over seven 
thousand. 

For the first few days after his new purchase, Pepys’ chief 
anxiety was lest he should be cheated by his partner. Indeed, 
when Lord Sandwich landed on September 22nd, he stole 
a march on Cocke by cautioning the Admiral against him 
and persuading that easy-going nobleman to sell him direct 
another ;(]iooo worth or so of goods. Then, witli Cocke to 
accompany him, he again went down the river to the Fleet 
to make furtlier bargains to the extent of several thousands 
with Cuttance and Penn. By the 27th Cocke was offering 
him ;£500 for his share of the profit, and Pepys was standing 
out for £600. 

On Sunday, October ist, Pepys made a further step down 
to the Fleet and got Lord Sandvsrich to give him a warrant to 
remove all the goods which he and Cocke had purchased 
with full power to dispose of them as they pleased after pay- 
ing the customs. Moreover, he obtained his Lord’s assurance 
that the King fully approved of his action in breaking bulk, 
for he had been growing a little uneasy. So relieved was he 
that returning in the yacht that night he was not in the least 
put out by the snoring of his companions in the crowded 
cabin: “but Lord!” he recalled, “the mirth which it caused 
to me to be waked in the night by their snoring round about 
me : I did laugh dll I was ready to burst”. 

Yet next day Pepys was made aware that all was not well. 
Visiting Lord Brounckcr and Sir John Mennes on board the 
captured East Indiaman at Erith, where in the holds the 
greatest wealth lay in confusion — pepper scattered through 
every chink, cloves and nutmegs up to the knees, sUk in bales 
and boxes of copper — he found them full of envious com- 
plaints about the pillaging of the ships, and, though he did 
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liijj best to pacify them with a little tactful talk about the 
honest money that might be made by these goods, he was 
left with an uneasy feeling. Two days later the good news 
that the plague had decreased was overclouded by a rumour 
tliat Captain Cocke’s goods had been seized by the King’s 
ofiicers. Even in decimated London there were far too many 
people talking about the disposition of the prizes for Samuel 
to feel comfortable. 

Then die clamour began. On October 7th, after a hard, 
worrying day at the Office. Pepys spent a busy evening 
housing two wagon-loads of prize goods which had just 
arrived at Greenwich from Rochester. While he was so 
engaged, two officers from the Customs House appeared 
and demanded the goods. Pepys showed diem his Transire^ 
but they refused to accept it, and, after some hot and angry 
words, the incident closed vrith their locking up the goods 
and giving the parish constable the key. Two days later with 
great difficulty Pepys got his belongings freed, only to have 
them at once seized again by anodicr official. Next day 
worse followed when four more wagon-loads were arrested 
opposite Grcenwicli church in front of a large crowd. That 
same evening Pepys heard disquieting tales of what was 
going on at die Court at Oxford : how Myngs and Ayscuc 
had complained of the conduct of their fellow commanders 
and how the King and the Duke of York had disavowed 
Lord Sandwich’s action. He wrote at once to the latter to 
tell him; *T pray God”, he added, “there be no foulc 
meaning towards your Lordshipp in it”. 

A visit to the ships at Erith in the morning showed how 
much there was. Here was Mr Seymour, one of the Com- 
missioners for Prizes, “mighty high” and declaring that all 
the purchased goods must be forfeited: Pepys in the heat of 
the moment took him up shordy, only to regret it a 
moment later lest it might show how much he was involved 





Act. 32] “moan op the poor seamen” 

— a circtiinstance about which he was now keeping as quiet 
as possible. Soon he leamt more: that royal orders had 
been given to examine most severely into tlie destination 
of all goods taken from the ships, that rvventy warrants 
were out for their seizure with penalties against all who 
should sell them and that all Captain Cocke s goods were 
detained. 

All this had happened at a moment as inopportune as any 
that could have been imagined. Even before the gnp of the 
plague had tightened, the position of the naval administra- 
tion for lack of money liad been serious. In June Pepys had 
had to suppress a strike among the unpaid dockyard hands 
at Woolwich; at Portsmouth at the same time the rope- 
makers had discharged themselves for want of money and 
tramped into the fields to make hay, and this in the midst of 
a great naval war. But since the spread of the plague the 
situation had become infinitely worse : the trade of the whole 
kingdom was paralysed and tlie taxes had dwindled into 
nothingness; tlierc was no one to advance any cash and no 
Parliament to vote any. By September the only business left 
to discuss at the Navy Board was die want of money. The 
sick and wounded lay in the streets unfed and untended (the 
kind-hearted Clerk of the Acts gave the poor wretclies good 
words and a Httle money as he passed by) and the Office at 
Greenwich was assailed all day by the horrible crowd and 
lamcnuble moan of the poor seamen that lie starving . . . 
for lack of money”. When Pepys. perplexed to the heart to 
see them, went out he was followed by a hundred of then^ 
cursing, swearing and praying; Batten, less fortunate, had 
his doak tom from his back, while his black servant Mingo 
and Marlow, tlic Office messenger, were beaten in oMn 
street. ” Tfic whole company of the Breda \ wrote the Clerk 
of the Acts to Coventry, “arc now breaking the windows ot 
our office . . . swearing they will not budge witlioyt 
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money. What meat they’ll make of me anon, you shall hear 
by my next.” 

The dockyards were in tlic same plight — dock and rope 
men both revolted, declaring they would not work an hour 
longer without money, and not a wheel or a hammer going 
in all the three Thames yards. The stores were empty, prices 
were soaring,* and contractors everywhere refusing to 
supply commodities. The charge of the Navy since the 
beginning of the summer, Pepys reckoned, had been over 
a million and diere was no sign of any money coming in. 
The one hope of King and nation was tlie captured prizes, 
and when stories of the great wealth that had been plundered 
from them got abroad, the fury of the people was boundless. 

At this moment news arrived tliat the Dutch fleet had 
put to sea. On October 7th Pepys heard that it was off Sole- 
bay, eighty strong. Next day he received urgent orders from 
Albemarle to get out the warships lying in the river, but, 
when he sent for their captains, he foimd that of twenty 
vessels only seven had men or victuals enough to sail. 
Everywhere the tale was the same: the ships were leaky, 
unvictualled and unrepaired. Old Albemarle blustered and 
fumed, laid the blame on Sandwich, whom he disliked and 
who had gone to plead his case before the King at Oxford, 
and swore in his absence to go to sea himself. But it aU ended 
in nothing, as Pepys had foreseen it must ; it would only, he 
wrote to Sandwich, “have discovered too much of our 
nakedness, for, after all, a Fleet could not have been got out 
nor kept out”. 

The popular clamour against Sandwich now became 
greater &an ever. Men said that he had deliberately re&ained 

* Hemp chat had been ^41 a con before the war was now selling at 
^55, tar that was ;£io a last was now ^14 los., and masts had risen 
33 per cent above their former value. Pepys to Sir Philip Warwick, 
Oct. 8th, 1665 ; Tanner, Further Correspondent, p. 59. 
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from crushing the Dutch fleet in September in order that he 
might bring home his prizes and plunder them ; now, they 
cried in derision, he had fled to Oxford, leaving the enemy 
in possession of the seas. Happily bad weather intervened on 
the side of England, and the Dutch, who had been boasting 
that their foes were brought so low by the plague that a man 
might run them down with his finger, retired to their own 
harbours. 

But Sandwich must down. Maddened by the long agony 
of the plague — tliat October, though the Bills of Mortahtj" 
were steadily decreasing, the sick walked the streets with 
open sores and poor people sat plastered and mu^ed up at 
every fourth or fifth door along Kent Street — the nation 
had resolved on a scapegoat. When Parliament met at 
Oxford, a bill was brought in to make it a felony to break 
bulk, and someone spoke of voting a great sum to the Duke 
of York, ^10,000 to Prince Rupert and half a crown to 
Lord Sandwich. Pepys trembled for his poor patron. His 
enemies rejoiced at his imminent fall, and these included 
Coventry and the Duke of York, who as Lord High Admiral 
had furiously resented his high-handed action over the prizes. 

Sandwich was saved by the King, who remembering his 
many services gave him a pardon, allowed him to retain the 
profits of his prizes (which had he but waited would have 
Dccn his legal due) and, to cover the shame of his resigna- 
tion from the command of the Fleet, appointed him 
Ambassador Extraordinary to Spain. But before all this had 
happened and while his patron s downfall seemed certain, 
Pepys had hastily and as best he could covered up his traces. 
It was the easier for him to do so owing to the nigh repute 
in which he stood for his constancy to his duty during the 
plague : when his superiors were dwy expcctmg to hear of 
his death they were scarcely likely to blame him for cor- 
ruption. On November I3tn while the going was still good 
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— for Cocke, through his help, had managed to regain pos- 
session of the purchased goods — he got partner to agree 
to buy him out, lock, stock and barrel, for ;f^500 profit. 
The transaction gave him ** extraordinary inward joy’*, as 
well it might, for on an outlay of some £1800 he had gained 
over 20 per cent on his money. By the end of the year he 
seemed, thanks to his superior speed and adroitness, to have 
cleared himself of the whole business, and could that Twelfth 
Night with a hght heart shp a clove, the mark of the Knave, 
into Captain Cocke’s share of the cake, “which made some 
mirth because of his lately being known by liis buying of 
clove and mace of the East India prizes*’. It was a good jest. 

Indeed, Pepys had reason to snulc as 1665 drew to a close. 
For, despite all the distractions of the year — war, plague, 
national poverty — he had thriven mightily. In December 
alone his wealth had increased by over ;(]iooo — £500 
through the settlement of his prize accounts with Cocke and 
£500 through an unexpected gift from Mr Gauden the 
Victualler, for whom he procured the payment of £4000 
due on accoimt of victuals for the Tangier garrison. At tlie 
end of each month, as he made up lus balance, he returned 
his delighted yet pious thanks: “the great God of Heaven 
and Earth be praised”. He had stayed at his post in London, 
faced the pestilence and monopolised all business. And in six 
months he had increased his worldly wealth from ^{^1450 to 
over X4400. If anything could clearly demonstrate the 
miraculous goodness of God it was this. 

There were also other marks of His goodness. With the 
coming of the cold weather at midwinter, the great world 
began to flow back to London, wheels rolled on the grass- 
grown streets, the ’Change was once more crowded, “But 
Lordly what a staring to see a nobleman’s coach come to 
town , wrote the recording mortal, rejoicing in it all. 
“And porters everywhere bow to us, and such begging of 
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beggars! And a delightful thing it is to sec the town full of 
people again.” The Pepyses returned to London and saw 
their old fncnds. There were a few missing, of course, like 
Aunt Bell, who, poor soul, had perished in the pestilence. 
But most of Samuel’s relations had been well enough off to 
escape : it was to such as them that Mr Mills, returning to his 
stricken parish after six months’ absence, preached his sermon 
of excuse for being the first to leave and the last to return — 
“very poor and short”, as the Clerk of the Acts, who had 
taken especial care to attend to hear what he had to say, 
reportcef. And it was to such as Pepys that the King on his 
return to the capital paid honour. ‘‘Mr Pepys,” he said, ‘‘I 
do give you thanks for your good service all this year, and I 
assure you I am very sensible of it.” 

Nor was it a small service. At the height of the plague, 
when the 0£Bce was surrounded by clamorous seamen and 
the universal bankruptcy of rule and purse had driven his 
colleagues to despair, Pepys had made it his business to define 
and attack one of tlie principal causes of the Navy’s troubles. 
Three times that year when victory had seemed witliin 
England’s grasp the Fleet had been forced to return to h.ar- 
bour through shottage of provisions. The want of victuals 
at sea even more than the want of money on land had been 
the bane of the summer’s campaign. 

As early as August Pepys liad summoned Mr Lewes, 
Dennis Gauden’s chief clerk, before the Navy Board to give 
an account of this failure. The latter denied tliat his master 
had been guilty of any shortage in delivery and offered to 
produce the Pursers’ receipts for every sliip to show that the 
full amount had been served in. And, on the whole, well- 
informed contemporary opinion supported him. According 
to the commercid lights of his day, Gauden was an honest 
man, and though, like everyone else, he was cheated by his 
agents, there were few complaints against the quality of his 
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provisions. His failure lay in the fact that he was quite un- 
able to supply die required quantity. It was, in fact, beyond 
the scope of any one man to do so, especially at a time when 
the State depended for its supplies on the credit of its con- 
tractors. Before die war Gauden’s had been good enough to 
victual a peace-time establishment of 3000 men, but it was 
insufficient to provide for one of twelve times that number: 
in fact, as he himself put it, he was not “in a capacity unless 
supplied with money to make the provision necessary’*; 
it was “too much for any man’s purse”. 

All diis Pepys reported to his superiors in a long letter 
addressed to Carteret and written on die day after his inter- 
view with Lewes. (It was August 25th ana the plague lay 
heavy on die little streets around Seething Lane, where the 
Clerk of the Acts all alone was writing.) In tabulated form 
he showed how far die provisions on board the Fleet had 
fallen short of Gauden’s estimate of a month before.* Pease, 
fish, butter and cheese which Gauden had assured him would 
feed the men till the end of the first week of October would, 
by Lord Sandwich’s present computation, expire in the 
middle of September, while beef, pork, biscuits and beer had 
already given out. Though further provisions were being 
shipped at once, the same evils would undoubtedly recur 
unless immediate steps were taken to alter the victualling 
system. “Were 1 to advise”, he wrote, “some vigorous 
person (qualified as I think I could name one) should to- 
night before to-morrow be put upon visiting all the Victual- 
ler’s stores and contracts relating to each victualling-port in 

* Gauden’s original esdmace, dated July 2<Sth, 1665, is among die 
Rawlinson MSS. in the Bodleian Library (RawUnson MSS. A. 174, 
f. 23i);Pepys’Iettcr to Carteret of Augustasdibprintcd on pp. 51-3 of 
Dr Tanner’s Further Correspondence of Samuel Pepys. A study of die two 
shows how accurate and honest Pepys was in hu official statements and 
how great was his genius for summarising a document. 
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England, by which the King should . . . thoroughly know 
his strength once in three weeks or a month, whereas now 
the honour and wealth of King and kingdom depend with- 
out cheque upon the understanding, credit, dUigcnce, 
integrity and h^th of one man, whose failure in any of these 
five circumstances inevitably overthrows all.” He meant 
nothing against Gauden, he added, who had done all he 
could. But it was not an individual’s profit or reputation 
that was at stake but the safety of the whole kingdom. For 
Pepys had firmly grasped the truth that, if a soldier marches 
on his stomach, a sailor swims on his. Without attention to 
this particular, no fleet could remain at sea and no crew be 
true to its duty. Long after, in stately language, he enshrined 
this material trudi (so patent to a fenman) in his Naval 
Minutes: “EngUshmen, and more especially seamen, love 
their bellies above anything else, and therefore it must always 
be remembered in the management of the victualling of the 
Navy that to make any abatement from them in tlie quantity 
or agreeableness of the victuals is to discourage and provoke 
them in the tendercst point, and will sooner render them 
disgusted with the King’s service than any one other hard- 
ship that can be put upon them.” 

Various remedies were now put forward, and it was left 
to Pepys as the man on the spot to deal with them. The Duke 
of York’s proposal was tliat several other merchants should 
be asked to join with Gauden. But this was easier said than 
done. For, as Gauden had found fi-om experience, the 
victualling of the Fleet was attended by too many risks and 
uncertainties for anyone to be anxious to undertake it. 
Pepys, in obedience to his instructions, tried to induce four 
of tne biggest merchants in the country, Josiah Child, Sir 
William Rider, Sir John Bankes and Thomas Bcckford, to 
Join die Victualler, and all refused : the risk was too great. 
Moreover, before there was any possibility of getting anyone 
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to enter into partnership with Gauden, it would be necessary 
to make a thorough inventory of all his goods, and this 
would take dme. 

Another suggestion was to put the whole victualling busi- 
ness into the hands of a Royal Commission, as had been done 
during the first Dutch war. But here also were difficulties. 
Where, Pepys asked, were four or five men of the necessary 
experience, “joined with integrity, diligence and activity”, 
to be found? And even if they were foimd, what certainty 
would there be that they would manage things any better 
than Gauden was doing by himself? During the last year, he 
wrote to Albemarle, who was in favour of a Commission, 
Gauden had declared for almost 39,000 men*s victuals, 
“and therein a greater work hatlt been performed by him 
alone than ever was done in die last Holland’s war when 
managed by a joint-partnership of half a score the ablest and 
aptest men of that time, and with less complaint as to the 
quality of his provisions and (which is more) with a greater 
credit by him given to the Crown than is to be expected 
from any body of Commissioners, and many degrees greater 
than w'as ever given by the former contractors, Mr Gauden 
declaring under his hand that of ^474,000 due to him from 
his Majesty for his . . . victualUng ... in the last year’s 
action, he is at this day unpaid by ^125, 000”. It was all true 
enough, though one cannot quite rid the mind of the uneasy 
recollection that two months after writing this letter Pepys 
received a present of ^500 from Gauden, 

Perhaps he protested a litdc too much. But he had an 
attractive plan of his own, and one which he now brought 
forward. ‘ My proposition is”, he continued, “that a person 
should be established at every victualling-port, on behalf and 
at the charge of his Majesty, as a Surveyor of die Victualler’s 
action in that port, . . , obliged to give a true account 
hereof weekly to some one or more officer ... to that 
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purpose provided by the King at London, who, upon com- 
paring all these with the state and stations of tlic Fleet, may 
be ever furnished to answer any questions touching the 
sufficiency or defect, disorder or any other circumstances 
relating to the Victualler or his stores.*’ What did it matter 
if secredy Pepys meant, as he confided to his Diar)\ to do 
himself “a job of work in it”? If he was doing himself a 
service, he was doing England a far greater. 

All this was written so clearly, so reasonably and con- 
vincingly and withal with such force and sincerity, diat no 
one was prepared to oppose it. A w’cek later it was read 
before the I^ng and his Cabinet at Oxford and entirely 
approved — ”with complete applause and satisfaction”, as 
Pepys put it. Then, being asked to name persons suitable for 
employment as Surveyors at the ports, he wrote again to 
Albemarle to suggest that the salaries which it was proposed 
to allow them should be fiirst named, to prevent, he ex- 
plained, “the upbringing of the salary to the person” or, as 
Mr Chappell, the first transcriber of this invaluable letter, 
suggests, to make quite sure that the “job of work” wliich 
he had in mind was going to be worth his wliile. The Sur- 
veyors at Dover, Plymouth and Yarmouth should get ;£ioo 
a year, he thought, tliosc at Harwich and Portsmouth 
and at London ^200, “and”, he added carefully, “he that 
shall receive the weekly accounts from all these and keep a 
consunt and general check over the whole victualling action 
— ^300”. The CTOund tlius carefully prepared, he wrote to 
Coventry to o^r himself as Surveyor-General. “The truth 
is”, he modesdy explained, “I know one, tliat if you shall 
think fitt to have it propounded to I dare go frrr in assuring 
you that the work shall be done to your minde, for I am 
sure he will take paines at it, and (which is more) will by his 
other occasions be ever at h^d, both for the ready receiving 
as well as giving directions and answers in ail matters 
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relating to his business. His cmploiement in another capacity 
I confess is very full, but halfe the trouble which this will 
adde will be saved by the ease it will bring him in the many 
letters, orders, messages, and mental labours he is now 
exercised with, for want of an easy and thorough under- 
standing of the victualling action, and the first letter of this 
man’s name is S. Pepys. And now. Sir,” he added, ‘ as I 
cannot say but I have an eye to the reward, and would be 
glad honestly to get more than I do by increasing my pains, 
while God Almighty gives me health to do it. . . The 
letter had the desired result. On October 27th, 1665, Samuel 
Pepys was offered the appointment of Surveyor-General 
of Victualling for His Majesty’s Navy at an additional 
salary of a year. 

Scarcely less admirable, though unliappily far less useful 
in its results, was Pepys* statement of the phght of the Navy 
for lack of money. Being commanded in October to give 
an estimate of the year’s charges, he had done so with great 
thoroughness under the various heads of wages, victuals, 
shipbuilding, wear and tear, dockyards, wounded and 
prisoners. He took particular pains to show how the in- 
creased cost of the Fleet, which was over a million since the 
spring, was due to the enhanced price of commodities and 
that in its turn to the delay and uncertainty in payments. In 
October came the news that Parliament, suitaWy impressed 
by these laboriously garnered figures, had voted a further 
million and a quarter for the war, to be paid at the rate of 
^50,000 a month. But it was one thing to vote money, 
anotlier in the existing state of the nation to raise it, and for 
the moment the Navy OfiBce remained penniless and with- 
out credit. The full realisation of these things came on 
October 26th, when the two Navy slopseflcrs firankly 
declared their inability to provide the seamen with clothes 
for the coming year umess their debts for the past two and a 
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half years, amounting to over 50 per cent of die value of 


clothing supplied, were met. “As for the slops,” Pepys wrote 
to Coventry, “I ... do with all my heart grieve for the sea- 
men that want them, but reflecting upon men that have 
trusted the King with above 16,000, ... I know not how 
to blame their not trusting us. Were there not other con- 
siderations”, he added, “more ominous than the increase 


of enemies or the dread of the continuance of God 


Almighty’s displeasure, I should go on in my litde 
matters with good cheer. But evils there are which, if not 
remedied, . . . will ruin us had we but half the present 
enemy.” 

For Pepys was beginning to see the haunting horror that 
was to dog his country until the ine\dtable end came : that 
without money the Navy could not be kept at sea. Talking 
that November with Carteret, he frankly stated his behef 
that it would be impossible for the King to set out a fleet 
next year and that all must come to ruin, and Carteret 
agreed. In the middle of a national calamity and a deep trade 
depression, England found herself committed to the most 
elaborate and expensive naval war which the world had yet 
seen, and with no other financial machinery for meeting its 
costs than the antiquated system of parliamentary aids and 
subsidies wliich she had inherited from the middle ages. It 
has been reckoned that the Dutch, with their more modem 
commercial apparatus, expended over twice as much on the 
sea war of 1664-7 as the English government. 

Most of this, of course, was hidden from Pepys and his 
fellow officials at the time. They only knew that money was 
wanting and that the Navy must be ruined unless it was 
found. William Coventry, the most able of them all save 
Pepys himself, proposed as a remedy an elaborate and doc- 
trinaire scheme for paying bills in course, placing each debt 
as it accrued in strict order of seniority on a rota which 
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should be open to public inspection — a system which, as 
Pepys very carefully and tenderly pointed out, might have 
saved a great deal of trouble if applied four years back, but 
would now be entirely useless when bills were accumulating 
at the rate of ^23,000 a week and the unpaid debt of the 
Navy ran into several hundred thousands of pounds. What 
was needed at the moment was some metliod of persuading 
merchants to extend their credit, so tliat tlic Fleet could be 
sent to sea next year. Nor was it very easy to sec how tliis 
could be done, since the scarcity of money was so universal 
that the whole credit of the kingdom had fallen into the 
hands of two or three great bankers : the Past India Com- 
pany itself was only able to advance a paltry ^(^26,000 to the 
government on the security of the Dutch prizes by dint of 
borrowing ^(^18,000 at exorbitant rates from Messrs Back- 
well and Viner. “So long as wc and the world**, Pepys 
mournfully concluded, “ must be subjected to tliesc bankers, 
I do despair of compassing it.’* 

Partial salvation came through an ingenious makcsliift of 
Sir George Downing’s for raising goods on credit by the 
simple device 6f apportioning all the supply voted by the 
new Act of Parliament to the payment of capital and interest 
on the value of any money or merchandise that should be 
supplied to the government on the strength of that Act. The 
expedient did not commend itself either to the Treasury, 
which regarded it as an invasion of its prerogative, or to the 
bankers, who felt that they were being short-circuited. Nor 
was it, of course, viewed favourably by the existing creditors 
of the government, who were thus debarred from obtain- 
ing any of the new ^1,250,000 for the payment of their 
existing debts. But for a time it worked, because, as soon as 
these creditors saw that their only chance of getting any 
ready money at all was by serving in goods on the security 
of the new Act, the flow of necessary commodities to the 
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Navy began again, and by the spring of 1666 over £Soo,ooo 
in goods and money had been advanced. 

It was Pepys who more than anyone else first persuaded 
the angry and distrustful creditors of the Navy Office to 
lend on the security of the Act. At first he i^nsclf had 
opposed it: how, he asked Coventry, could anyone be per- 
suaded to lend to the government at 6 per cent who had to 
pay the bankers 8 or 9 per cent for casli with wliicli to buy 
the needed goods? But a long talk with his old master. Sir 
George Downing, helped to convince him tliat the scheme 
had possibilities. Downing, by flattering him and appealing 
to liis patriotism, succeeded in persuading him much against 
his will to try to obtain goods on the security of the Act. 
“But when**, wrote poor Pepys, “he came to impose upon 
me that without more ado I must get by my credit people to 
serve in goods and lend money upon it and none could do it 
better than I, and the King should give me thanks par- 
ticularly in it, and 1 could not get him to excuse me but I 
must come to him though to no purpose on Saturday, and 
that he is sure I will bring him some bargains or other made 
upon this Act, it vexed me more than all the pleasure I took 
before.’* None the less. Downing was right, and when Satur- 
day came Pepys, put upon his mettle, announced that he had 
got Sir Wilham Warren to promise die government two 
shiploads of badly needed Norway goods to the value of 
jC}6oo. Downing dien, with matchless effrontery, asked 
mm to lend another ^ own account. 

Through all these distressing and wearying transactions, 
Pepys* path was lighted by love. There was litde Miss 
Tookcr, the daughter of the house next door to his Green- 
wich lodgings, whom he deUghted to have in with his 
friends of an evening to sing and dance and whom after a 
while he took to petting bv himself — “dallying with her an 
hour, doing what I woula with my hxinds about her. And 

S.P. — K 
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a very pretty creature it is”. Of more mature vintage was 
Mistress Judith Penington— "a very fine witty lady, . . . 
and mdiffcrcnt haiidsomc”. She also took a liking to the 
lively little Clerk of the Acts and admitted liim to several 
exciting freedoms, such as talking and playing by her side 
as she sat in her smock and petticoats by the fire in her 
lodgings. 

From these furtive delights, his work happily was quick 
to call him. As Surveyor-General of Victuidling Pepys was 
now responsible for ensuring diat a fleet of was pro- 

visioned in the coming year, die greater part from London, 
Portsmouth and Harwich, with smaller contingents &om 
such remote places as Plymoudi, Milford, Ncwcasde and 
Kinsale. He had to overcome the Victualler’s natural aver- 
sion to supplying more provisions while over a hundred 
thousand pounds was still owing to him— an achievement 
only made possible by Downing’s aid and by an assignment 
of ;(]200,000 on the new Act. He had to select and supervise 
die new Surveyors who were to work under liim in each of 
the ports. And finally he had to justify his own appointment 
by devising some plan to check the embezzlements of dis- 
honest pursers and agents and so end the appalling wastage 
of victuals that went on between the shore and the ship. 
These tasks were anything but easy. 

Of all the mysteries appertaining to the Navy none was 
greater than that of die Purser’s trade. Earlier in his career at 
the Navy OfiGce, Pepys had tried to master its intricacies, 
but had found the method of making up Pursers’ accounts 
almost beyond his comprehension. The ship’s Purser derived 
his name from the Bursar of the early Christian communities, 
and the first Christian Bursar was Judas Iscariot. Not all the 
tribe inherited the failings of their great founder, but the 
nature of their calling made his temptations theirs. And such 
was the absurdity of the existing system in the Navy that. 
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as Pepys’ clerks Hayter aiid Wilson demonstrated to liim, 
a Purser who did not cheat the King or the crews he served 
was bound to lose money. 

To this intricate business Pepys now cheerfully apphed 
himself, confident that after a few days he would master it 
and be able to propose some far-reaching plan to reform the 
whole system. He was soon disillusioned. Early in December 
he had a long discourse with Richard Gibson, a man of great 
experience in this side of naval administration whom he had 
appointed Surveyor of Victualling at Yarmouth. At the end 
of die interview Pepys confessed himself ashamed that he 
should “go about the concerning myself in a business wliich 
I understand so very, ver^ little of and made me distrust all 
I liad been doing to-day ’. All December he spent revising 
his ideas and enlarging liis knowledge. He examined 
Commanders, Pursers, ancient Cheques and Stewards, 
Account Clerks, all of them very secretive about dieir own 
malpracdces but ready enough to blab about those of their 
colleagues. By the end of die month his observations were 
ready for paper. 

Very early on the morning of January ist, 1666, Pepys 
rose and began to dictate to Tooker, the Office messenger, 
the great report on “Pursery’* which he proposed to give to 
Sir William Coventry as a New Year’s present. He began 
to do so at five a.m. and ended, without stopping tor food 
or drink, at three in the afternoon. Clearly, and at great 
diough never unnecessary length, he put before Coventry 
die reasons why it would be perilous in die middle of a war 
to inaugurate any entirely new system and discussed the 
respective merits and defects of the three methods liithcrto 
employed in the Navy. That then used, by which every 
ship’s Purser was bound by bond, compelled to give security 
for his accouutableness and controlled by the Captains and 
Muster Masters, he condemned without mercy, “in that it 
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supposes a work to be done upon terms demonstrably to 
the prejudice of the doer’*. Under such a system, he showed, 
the Purser could only make a hvelihood by professed cheat- 
ing, cither by embezzling provisions and using all the 
artifices he can ... to find ways of charging the defects of 
provisions upon the King”, or by making a tacit agreement 
with the Captain to connive at his own fraudulent practices 
in return for the Captain's allowing his. “Hence”, wrote the 
wise Surveyor-General, “comes an extra provision of great 
candles, white biscuit, Cheshire cheese (and it may be Par- 
mesan), butter, strong beer, wine, poultry, fresh meat, and 
what not, for the Captain’s table. . . . Hence it is the Purser 
is obliged to concur with the Captain in tlic over-ratings of 
his servants, in his admission of unable persons to serve liis 
Majesty upon terms of half pay. Hence it is so many super- 
numeraries are crowded upon the ship ; so many runaways 
continued upon tlie books.” He himself, though no wor- 
shipper of the old say-saws of the Navy”, much preferred 
the ancient system wliich had been abandoned at the time of 
the Civil War, by which a Purser, though subject to check 
in respect of pay, was put under no other obligations in 
respect of victuals beyond that of maintaining the ship at its 
full complement of men during the time for which it was 
victualled ; if the supplies gave out first, the cost of making 
good the deficiencies would then fall on his shoulders and 
not on the King’s; and, since anything that he could save 
would be to his own profit, he would have every incentive 
for making them last as long as possible. By this means, 
Pepys argued, the continuance of the ship abroad would 
become die Purser’s profit, and fleets would no longer pre- 
maturely return to harbour with the excuse diat their 
victuals were exhausted. Nor would the Purser be any 
longer under a “servile necessity” to conspire with the ship’s 
commander to cheat the Crown, “for he will naturally 
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reckon all unuseful men entertained for the Captain’s profit 
burdensome to him in consuming his victuals, as much as 
indeed they are to the King in taking up wages”. In short, 
as Pepys said, “my work is likeliest to be best done by hun 
whose profit is increased by the well doing of it without 
increase of charge to me that employs him”. The strong 
tenacity to actual fact and proved experience (based always 
on the common manifestations of human nature and never 
on abstract doctrine), so typical of tlie Englishman, underlies 
every line of this great memorandum. 

It is an illumination of humanity’s wonderful diversity 
that tlie man who wrote it should, as soon as liis task was 
done, seek the company of Lord Brouncker and his mis- 
tress to find there the refreshment he needed — the society 
of a certain enchanting little actress of the name of Knepp, to 
laugh with her and hear her sing her little Scotch song of 
Barbary Allen. And when, most reluctandy, he had tom 
himseli* away to return to the Office, he must needs, when 
the merry crew came out of Brounckcr’s lodgings, clamber 
into the crowded coach in wliich Mrs Knepp was departing 
and tlicrc get her upon liis knee and play wim her till he had 
perforce to set her down at the door of that sulky fellow, her 
husband the jockey. The good company of that winter had 
brought his old love of music back with a rush; and inspired 
by Knepp’s roguish, sweet face and the society of musical 
friends, he had set some lines from the play The Siege oj 
Rhodes to music to make his song of Beauty Retire. He 
taught Knepp to sing it, which the baggage did most rarely 
— “and a very fine song it seems to be’ , he decided. She 
wrote him litde notes under the name of “Barbary Allen”, 
and he replied, signing himself “ Dapper Dicky”, 

But for most of the hours of the day this selfsame Dapper 
Dicky was the little man who sat busily at his desk in 
Seetlung Lane getting out his Majesty’s Fleet against the 
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Slimmer of 1666. All February* and March he was engaged in 
stating the debts of the Navy so that money might be 
wrung from the Treasury to pay them and credit enough be 
found to supply the service’s clamorous needs. At times even 
he grew despondent, as after one troubled meeting at the 
Lord Treasurer’s, where it was shown that the certain debt 
and charges of the Navy w’ere ^2,300;000 with an ex- 
pectancy of only j^i,500,000 to meet them : not die sight of 
the Queen sitting at cards among her ladies could cheer 
Pepys after that. Everything went awry through this lack 
of money — even good Mr Evelyn’s ingenious and benevo- 
lent plan to establish a Naval Hospital, which would ulti- 
mately, its author claimed, save the King £4^17 a year at an 
iiiitial outlay of £1400. And “yet”, as Pepys sternly put it, 
die work must be done”. France, fearing from England’s 
victories of the previous summer that she was like to establish 
a naval dictatorship, had joined her enemies, and die Danes 
seemed like to follow suit. It looked as though in the coming 
year the Fleet would not only have to fight the Dutch but 
protect English shores fioni invasion. 

MeanwMc Pepys pressed forward his plans for reforming 
the Purser s trade and waxed indignant at the delays caused 
by die supineness of those in high place. “Is it that the firauds 
practicable in die expense of ^^425*800 . . . are not worthy 
our preventing?” he asked Coventry. “I cannot dissemble 
my sense of this neglect of ours, for upon my word it 
wrings me hard to observe what a dust our penny wisdom 
will raise now and then, while we can permit the King to 
suffer our pound follies to the hazarding of the whole 
service. His was the language which great administrators 
have used in all ages. And to his own erring subordinates he 
wrote stern and bracing letters: “I will not dissemble with 
you because I love you”, he told his friend Deane, who had 
been getting himself into trouble at Harwich. “But upon my 
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word, I have not spared to tell the Board my opinion about 
this business, as you will shortly see.” 

At other times, like a dog, he returned to liis vomit. One 
day, hearing that Mrs Martin was back in town, he loitered 
about Westminster Hall till she appeared, subsequently 
accompanying her to her lodgings, where, he cryptically 
tells us, “I did what I tenais a mind pour terais con her”. 
Afterwards she asked him to lend her five pounds, which, as 
soon as he had secured it witli an adequate pawni, he 
obligingly supplied. But a week later, when he repented his 
enjoyment, he observed that tlie woman had grown to be 
very bad and that it was positively dangerous to have any- 
thing to do with her. For such perilous delights it was safer 
to substitute ajaunt to the cake-housc ui Hyde Park with the 
beauties Pierce and Knepp, or an evening of sweet, merry 
singing with the latter, since “music and women I cannot 
but give way to, whatever my business is”. And tliough he 
deplored his frailty, he could not tliink it ver)" heinous pro- 
vided always tliat he did not cause scandal or allow it to 
interrupt his labours — “knowing”, he said, “that this is the 
proper age of my life to do it, and out of my observation 
that most men that do tlirive in tlie world do forget to take 
pleasure during the time that they are getting their estate, 
but reserve tliat till tlicy have got one and then it is too late 
for them to enjoy it”. 

Yet when he felt his pulse for pleasure beat too liigh and 
saw his work threatened, he set his will against his erring 
heart and conquered it. “Bur Lord!” he wrote, “what a 
conflict I had with myself, my heart tempting me a thousand 
times to go abroad about some pleasure or other, notwith- 
standing the weather foul. However I reproached myself 
with my weakness in yielding so much my judgment to my 
sense, and prevailed with difiiculty and did not budge, but 
stayed within and to my great content. did a great deal of 
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business.” Even Mercer and liis wife were now set to work 
ruluig paper for theOfEcc to earn pin-money, ‘‘which makes 
them work mighty hard’*. And as the summer approached 
and the rival fleets prepared to put to sea, he spent his time 
setting all things to rights — getting his long-delayed Pursers’ 
plan put into execution, making his report to Coventry 
(after a lengthy internal struggle and great pains) on the 
state of the victualling and writing yet anotlier solemn letter 
— to the Duke of York this time— on the want of money, 
stressing “the excessive rates we are forced to give for ever)'- 
thing the service wants, the merchant resolving to save him- 
self in the uncertainty of his payment by the greatness of his 
price”. Nor, when he could be spared from Ins desk, did 
he fail to take boat and so to his proper place “by water 
among the ships”. 

As in the previous year, the early days ofjune, 1666, saw 
ail England awaiting the event of a battle at sea. Sandwich 
had departed some montlis before as Ambassador to Spain — 
Pepys spending a very honourable though, owing to a 
house-party of young people pillow-fighting, a somewhat 
disturbed week-end at Carteret’s woodland pleasance at 
Cranbome to bid him farewell — and lus command of the 
Fleet had been taken by the Duke of Albemarle and Prince 
Rupert. The change marked a departure in policy : hence- 
forward the “tarpaulins” — the old rough Commonwealth 
captains who had been bred to the sea — were to be super- 
seded wherever possible by new men : gentlemen trained to 
military virtues, whose ardent and fighting spirit, it was held, 
would compensate for tlieir ignorance of navigation. At the 
moment this revolution in policy was hailed widi joy ; later, 
when experience had proved its error, it became part of 
Pepys* life-work to reverse it. 

The first augury of the new Joint command was not 
happy. A French fleet Was expected in the Channel and an 
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invasion was feared, and it was resolved ar Whitehall to 
detach Rupert with twenty ships from the main fleet to 
watch the “Monsieurs”. The mistake, though in part 
directed by necessity, was swiftly punished. On June ist the 
Dutch under De Ruyter, ninety sail strong, anchored in the 
Strait of Dover. Despite his inferiority of numbers, old 
Albemarle, who had beaten them a dozen years before and 
despised them heartily, at once, and to their intense surprise, 
attacked them. 

This event, in Pepys’ graphic phrase, put tlie Navy Board 
into a toss. Desperate messages had already been sent off to 
Portsmouth to recall Rupert ; and on June 2nd all repaired to 
Greenwich to hear the guns. Various rumours, true and false, 
came from the coast to London — how Rupert had been 
sighted off Dover seeking the enemy, how three great Dutch 
ships had been seen in flames, and how Sir Jolui Harman in 
the Heury (with Baity St Michel, whom Pepys had recendy 
sent aboard as Muster Master) had been surrounded by a 
Dutch squadron and had only extricated himself by incred- 
ible gallantry. 

On Monday, June 4th — diat morning the waiting crowds 
in die Gravel Pits beyond the Park could plainly hear the 
guns — the first fugitives arrived from the Fleet. Pepys had 
just got home to dinner when he was informed that two 
seamen were waiting below; on going down, he found diem 
to be Lieutenant Daniel (whose wi£c*s lips he had already 
tasted at die OfEcc) and a wounded comrade, fresh from 
Harwich, where they had been landed the previous night — 
“his face as black as the chimney and covered widi dirt, 
pitch, and tar and powder, and muffled with dirty clouts, and 
his right eye stopped with okum*\ In great excitement 
Pepys took coach with them to Whitehall — all London 
gaping to sec them — and, leaving them in Coventry's 
lodgings, hurried out into the Park to find the King. There 
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he was able to tcli him that Rupert had joined with Albe- 
marle; Charles was so dehghtcd that he took Pepys’ hand 
as he calked and later poured out the contents of his pockets 
mto the palms of the wounded sailors. 

Two days later came furdier news — alas! false. For some 
hours all the bells of London rang for a great victor)^ — half 
die Dutch fleet destroyed and die rest in flight — and Pepys, 
who passed the Joyful story about St Botolph’s Church, was 
almost beside himself with reUef and delight, though, he 
added, “that which pleased me as much as the news was to 
have the fair Mrs Middleton at our church, who indeed is a 
very beautiful lady”. That night he supervised liis neigh- 
bours as they let ofl fircw’orks at the Navy Office gate, 
raking great pains to persuade the womenfolk to fire serpents 
and taking die thick with the thin — die pretty, sprightly, 
dark Miss Titc and the “long red-nosed silly jade”, her 
sister. But next day the sad trudi followed: that iter a four 
days’ batde “ wc are beaten, lost many ships and good com- 
manders; have not taken one ship of die enemy’s, nor is it 
certain that we were left masters of the field” ; not even htde 
Miss Tooker’s unresisting company all that afternoon in liis 
chamber could recover Pepys^ spirits. Old Albemarle, for 
all liis stolid courage, had half-shattered England’s fleet, 
losing twenty ships and 8000 men, in his attempt to show 
the superior virtues of military courage. 

England was deeply mortified by die news and as much 
cast doivn as it had formerly been elated, for the later official 
reports, Englishwise, failed to emphasise the very severe 
losses suffered by die Dutch in dicir victory. Everyone fell 
to blaming die government and the commanders. Pepys, 
catching at every wisp of naval gossip, recorded it all in his 
faithful journal. How the seamen condemned every part 
of the Duke’s manner of fighting, liis first rash atta^, his 
clumsy tactics, his running his ships aground ; how the hero 
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of the hour, the wounded Harman, had advised against the 
engagement; how the Dutch exulted, carrying a captured 
English admiral up and down their streets in triumph; how 
men declared (and tliis was balm in Gilead to Pepys) that, 
had Sandwich been in command, things would have been 
otherwise. Perhaps the most illuminating discourse of all 
came from Penn, who, being a “mere tarpaulin”, had been 
banished from die Fleet by die military chiefs. “The whole 
conduct of the late fight”, he said, ‘‘was ill”; tv.'o-thirds ol 
the captains had been dead against the fight (which might 
easily have been delayed till Rupert’s arrival), but dared 
not say so for fear of being called cowards. And he was par- 
ticularly insistent on the lessons of the disaster : that die 
commanders must fight in line, instead of promiscuously, 
that they must not desert ships in distress, and diat individual 
vessels must not return to port to refit in the midst of battle. 
Pepys, who a few weeks before had been complaining that 
‘‘the falseness and impertinences of Sir William Penn would 
in.akc a man mad to think of”, was much impressed; dimly 
he had the justice to realise, for all his jealousy and hatred of 
him, that his colleague was a great seaman. 

Meanwhile the Dutch were left masters of the sea. Then 
was seen for a while how great England can be in adversity. 
Faced by a league of hostile powers and threatened by 
invasion, she threw all her crippled strength into the task of 
getting out her Fleet again. In that service none was more 
forward than die Clerk of the Acts. On die very day that die 
news of the defeat arrived he received his orders from the 
Duke of York. For die next few weeks he was working 
early and late, writing and dictating letters, wheedling City 
merchants for money and credit and dispatching vessels widi 
victuals and stores down the river to where die damaged 
Fleet lay. By June 26di he was writing that though the Dutch 
battle fleet was for certain at sea again, England would not 
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be much behindhand. On one thing, at least, he was 
resolved : that no care or pains on his part should be spared. 
Yet even at this frantic juncture he could spare a moment to 
abuse liis colleagues, writing to tell Coventry how old 
Batten had left the Office to pay the Yard at Harwich, where 
there was already a Commissioner and a Paymaster: “I 
presume nevertheless”, he added, “he means no farther than 
Walthamstow” (liis country home). 

To this harried period we owe one of the greatest pas- 
sages of the Diary. Among tlic chief problems of the Navy 
Office in getting out the Fleet was tlie want of men : many 
of the unpaid seamen, recruited from the roughest elements 
in die population, were deserting; one traveller described 
how he had overtaken four or five hundred of them tramp- 
ing up the London road. The press-gang was kept so busy 
diat the streets were empty of all but women, and the very 
messengers from the Office were seized as they went about 
their business — “a great tyranny”, the kind-hearted Clerk of 
the Acts diought it, as he saw poor, patient labourers and house- 
holders tom from their weeping families and thrown into jail. 
Yet tliere were others who were willing enough to be gone. 
Among such Pepys now made a strange encounter — “one of 
die most romantic diat ever 1 heard of in my life and could 
not have believed but that I did see it”. It was at the funeral 
of gallant Admiral Myngs, mortally wounded in the batdc, 
and now laid to rest among the humble folk from whom he 
had sprung. After the service Coventry and Pepys, who had 
condescendingly come down to this poor parish, were about 
to drive off* when, as die latter tells us, “about a dozen able, 
lusty, proper men came to the coach-side with tears in their 
eyes, and one of them that spoke for the rest began and says 
to Sir W. Coventry: ‘We are here a dozen of us that have 
long known and loved, and served our dead commander. 
Sir Christopher Mings, and have now done the last office of 
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laying him in the ground. We would be glad we had any 
other to offer after him, and in revenge of him. All we have 
is our lives ; if you will please to get nis Royal Highness to 
give us a fireship among us all, here is a dozen of us, out of 
all which choose you one to be commander, and the rest 
of us, whoever he is, will serve him ; and, if possible, do 
tliat that shall show our memory of our dead commander, 
and our revenge* Their listeners could hardly refrain from 
weeping. 

On July 19th Pepys heard that die Fleet had sailed, his 
brother-in-law Baity, miraculously preserved in the first 
engagement, with them. Thereafter he and his colleagues lay 
big with expectation of the issue of the fight which must 
ensue when the two navies met at the river’s mouth. The 
first definite news arrived on the 29th — a Sunday. Pepys was 
in church when a messenger came up to die gallery with a 
letter addressed to Batten, who w.as at liis house, whither he 
forwarded it. “But Lord!” he wrote, “widi what im- 
patience I staid dll sermon was done to know the issue of the 
fight, with a thousand hopes and fears and thoughts.” But 
when service was over and he came out, the bells were 
ringing and all the town was full of victory. It was not, it 
later turned out, much of a one, but sufficient, Pepys 
thought,- for the day — “enough to give us the name of 
conquerors and leave us masters of the sea, but without any 
such great matters done as should give the Duke of Albe- 
marle any honour at all or give him cause to rise to his 
former insolence”. 

Two weeks later, after a late and somewhat childish party 
at which he and his friends in their play smutted each other 
with candle-grease and soot till they looked more like devils 
than decent cidzens, the Clerk of the Acts was called up early 
by further encouraging news — a letter from Coventry telling 
how Robin Holmes had burnt a hundred and fifty Dutch 
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nicrcliantmcn lying at ajichor between Viieland and tiie 
mainland and had done damage to the extent of nearly a 
million pounds. Yet it was die English misfortune in this war 
to sec all their triumphs obliterated from memory by titanic 
calamiucs, and, just as die plague the year before had over- 
shadowed the victory of Lowestoft, so now the recollection 
of Holmes’ bonfire was to pale into nothingness in the light 
of a vaster conflagration. 

From die contemplation of these pleasing tidings Pepys 
was roused abruptly and rudely. He had recently, widi some 
cause, congratulated liiinsclf on die success of liis victualling 
venture ; two fleets, he wrote to die Duke of York, had been 
provisioned, widiout the least delay or a single complaint 
from the commanders, and with victuals enough to keep die 
ships at sea till October, “in better condition than ever fleets 
were yet”. Now at the latter end of August the Fleet sud- 
denly returned to Solcbay and there arrived at the Admiralty 
a furious letter from the Admirals to die King, “a most 
scurvy letter”, declaring that their requests for provisions 
were merely met by long invoices from Mr Pepys, which, 
they maintained, were a poor substitute for food and drink. 
However, after being called before the King and Council, 
the injured Surveyor-General was able to show that he had 
duly dispatched the missing victuals and diat any delay was 
due to the fact that die fiery Admirals had altogether neg- 
lected to keep Iiim provided either with intelligence of their 
movements or with any documentary account of their 
needs. Indeed, Pepys, had he wished, could have produced 
a letter dated a few days back from Prince Rupert’s secre- 
tary apologising for his delay in writing and paying a high 
tribute to liis own administrative efficiency.* So always does 

* “You are a person so very punctual yourself that you deserve to be 
very punctually dealt withal/* J. Hayes'to Samuel Pepys, August 19th, 
1666, Rawlinscft MSS. A. 174, f. 207. 
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the wise and foreseeing man of the pen triumph over the 
impetuous swordsman. Coventry, as befitted his vocation, 
exerted himself strenuously in Pepys’ defence, and the 
Admirals received almost as hoc a broadside from die Navy 
Office as from De Ruyter’s guns. 

In all other matters, indeed, Pepys that summer ot 1666 
stood in liigh repute. His credit at the Office had continued 
to rise, as had also his worldly wealth. He had begun die 
year with /]4400; by the end of July liis capital was nearly 
!^6 ooo. He had had several fortunate windfalls — ^^320 from 
Warren, another £,200 from some new City friends, die 
Houblon brothers, and ^^200 from Ycabsly on the account 
of Tangier. He had even ventured (a litde timorously) on 
investment: had banked ^2000 with Vincr during a rather 
nervous eight weeks, thereby earning interest, and a 

litde later reinvested it widi his friend Warren in a purchase 
of some ships on the security of the new Act. Moreover, his 
household goods were steadily increasing: he had had his 
own and his wife’s portraits nobly painted by Hayls, and in 
August he had expended money and much busied liis 
thoughts on furnishing a new closet for himself. No wonder, 
as he surveyed his frne possessions and his rising estate, that 
he found cause for congratulation and gratitude. “So 
home”, he wrote, “to dinner, where I confess, reflecting 
upon the ease and plenty that I live in, of money, goods, 
servants, honour, everytning, I could not but with hearty 
diaiiks to Almighty God ejaculate my thanks to Him while 
I was at dinner, to myself.” 



chapter XIV 
The Master Chronicler 


“And Paul’s is burned, and all Cheapsidc.” Diary, Sept. 4th, 1666. 

On tlie first day of September, 1666, a Saturday, Pepys widi 
his wife, Mercer and Sir William Peim took die afternoon 
off from the Office and went to the playhouse. There they 
were horribly frightened to see young Killigrew and some 
of the wild young sparks from Court, but, by concealing 
themselves, they escaped detection. Then, after a merry 
jaunt to the cakes and meadows of Islington, the Clerk of 
the Acts returned home, liis mind dwelling much on the 
thought of gilding die backs of his books in the carved and 
glazed presses which Sympson the joiner made for them 
that summer. His new closet, he reflected, had been set 
mighty clean against the morrow, when he was entertaining 
guests to view it for the first time, and all his worldly affairs 
prospered. The wind was blowing strongly from die cast, 
after long drought. 

About three o’clock on Sunday morning Pepys was called 
from his bed by his maids, who had sat up late setting things 
ready against the day’s feast, with news of a fire in the City. 
With his unfailing curiosity, he slipped on his nightgown 
and went to the window to look ; he judged it to be at the 
back side of Mark Lane and, after watching for a little while, 
went back to bed. 

He was up again by seven, and when he looked out the 
fire seemed to be farther off than it was and smaller. So he 
went to his closet to sec that everything was ready for liis 
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party. Here the little maid Jane Birch (now returned to the 
household) came to him to tell him that they were saying 
that over three hundred houses had been burnt in the night 
and that the fire was now raging along the steep slope ot 
Fish Street above tlie Bridge. 

He made himself ready and went out, walking up to the 
Tower, where he got Sir John Robinson^s little son to take 
him up one of the turrets whence he could sec what was 
taking place. Half a mile to the west lay London Bridge widi 
its northern houses all in flames and a great fire blazing 
between Thames Street and the river, where a huddled 
infinity of timber-built, pitch-coated little houses and ware- 
houses of oil, tallow and spirits provided fuel enough in 
diat dry, windy weather to light all London. His heart 
misgave him at the sight and was full of trouble for little 
Betty Howlctt — now married to young Michcll, the book- 
seller’s son, and living near die “Old Swan” in the very' 
heart of those flames — and for his old sweetheart Sarah, who 
dwelt upon the Bridge; his loves were being burnt out like 
wasps. 

He went down and spoke to the Lieutenant of die Tower, 
who confinned lus worst fears ; then took boat and went up 
tlirough the Bridge, seeing as he passed dirough the steep 
piers the houses of liis friends blazing beside die water. As 
he watched, unconsciously the great artist that was widiin 
liim took possession of his being ; and for an hour he 
remained as an cyc-winiess for posterity storing up all he 
saw — the scorching, untamable, giant flames, the house- 
holders crazy to remove their goods, flinging them into 
lighters alongside or into the very river itself, die "poor 
people staying in their houses as long as rill the very fire 
touched them and then running into boats or clambering 
from one pair of stairs by the waterside to another . Even 
the pigeons, the watching eyes of the poet beheld, were loadi 
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to leave their houses, but hovered about the windows and 
balconies till their wings were singed and they fell downa. 
The flaming shadow of death, roaring Ukc a giant, was 
driving the love of home and property from their age-long 
habitations before liis very eyes. 

But when he saw that no one in tliat universal desire of 
each man to save liis own was n^aking any attempt to stay 
the fire, which the wind was driving into the heart of the 
City, the administrator took command of tlie artist, and he 
bade the boatmen row him swifdy to Whitehall. Here he 
found diem ail at chapel, but, giving his tidings, he was 
brought to the King and the Duke of York, to whom he told 
what he had seen, saying that unless his Majesty gave orders 
that houses should be pulled down notliing could stop die 
fire. They seemed much troubled and commanded liim to 
go to the Lord Mayor and bid liim destroy all in die path of 
the flames. With this errand he drove to Sr Paul’s and then 
walked dirough the narrow, panic-stricken lanes till he 
found that unliappy magistrate, widi a handkcrcliief about 
his neck, crying Ukc a fainting woman: “Lord! what can I 
do ? I am spent ; people will not obey me. I have been pulling 
down houses, but the dre overtakes us faster than we can 
do it.” And tlicn walked on. His useless errand accomplished, 
Pepys also walked on. Once more as he did so the artist 
came out, seeing the flying, distracted crowds and the 
churches filling with goods borne thither by people who at 
this time, had things, he reflected, been otherwise, should 
have been quietly praying within. Then, it being midday, 
he went home to entertain his guests. But his dinner-party 
was not a success, for the hearts of all those who sat down 
were elsewhere and Pepys* intention that they should please 
themselves with the sight of his fine new closet was not 
fulfilled. And as soon as they could, they went away. 

Once more Pepys went out into the streets — “full of 
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notliing but people and horses and carts loadcn with goods, 
ready to run over one anotlicr, and removing goods from 
one bunied house to anotlicr”. He saw familiar friends pass- 
ing dirough diat troubled kaleidoscope of driven humanity, 
the King and the Duke of York in their barge going 
down the river to take command of dicir kingdom, the 
Thames crowded widi goods of all sorts — ‘and tiicre was 
hardly*’, he noted for die instruction of posterity, ’‘one 
lighter or boat in tliree . . . but diere was a pair of virginalls 
in it”. Then, as it grew dark, die air filled with flakes of fire, 
and he and Elizabeth, unable to endure the scorching heat 
any longer, crossed the river to a litdc alehouse on Bankside 
and there watclied that terrible spectacle. As night deepened, 
the fire seemed to grow “more and more, and in comers 
and upon steeples, and between churches and houses, as far 
as we could see up die lull of the City, in a most horrid, 
malicious bloody flame, not like the fine flame of an ordinary 
fire. . . . We staid”, he wrote, ‘‘till, it being darkish, we saw 
the fire as only one entire arcli of fire from this to the other 
side of die bridge, and in a bow up the lull for an arch of 
about a mile long; it made me weep to see it. The cliurches, 
houses and all on fire and flaming at once ; and a horrid noise 
die flames made and the cracking of houses at their ruin”. 

When at last diey went home, widi a bright moon in the 
sky and fire all over the earth, they found poor Tom Hayter, 
who was always in trouble, conic with a few of liis goods 
which he had saved from his house in Fish Street Hill to take 
shelter with his master. Pepys gladly offered liim a bed and 
received his goods, but with the fire creeping nordi and east 
as well as driving westwards with the wind, he felt diat it 
was time to move his own ; the yard was already full of Sir 
William Batten’s carts come up from Waldiamstow. So all 
night long the household tramped up and down die wooden 
stairs, carrying money in iron chests into die cellar, and bags 
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of gold and boxes of paper into the garden. Hayter trying to 
sleep in the troubled house* the carts rumbling into the yard 
from the country, the smell and crackling of fire and the 
moon looking down serene on the bewildered doings of men, 
made up the sum of this night. Before it ended the fire was 
raging from Queenhithe in the west to Cannon Street on the 
north, and eastwards beyond the lower end of Botolph I^e. 

At about four o’clock on Monday morning the Clerk 
of the Acts, riding in a cart of Batten’s, packed high with 
his goods and arrayed only in liis nightgown, set out for 
Bethnal Green. Here at Sir William Rider’s, already 
crowded with the belongings of his friends, he left his most 
treasured possessions (among them the volumes of his 
Diary). Then tlirough the crowd of flying people and carts 
he fought his way back to the burning City. All that 
Monday, a glorious summer’s day, he and his poor wife, 
weary and dazed for lack of sleep, packed up their houses 
hold goods and, bearing them over Tower Hill, loaded them 
into a hghter at the quay above Tower Dock. Meanwhile 
the fire burned ever more fiercely, spreading northwards 
to devour all Lombard Street, the Poultry and Comhill, 
and tumbling the Royal Exchange and forty churches in 
that universal ruin. Beside the river it ran westwards a 
further half-mile to Baynard’s Castle, but its easterly advance 
was restricted by tlic wind. Yet even here it crept along 
Eastcheap and Thames Street, a couple of hundred yards 
nearer Seething Lane. 

In the midst of all this horror Mrs Pepys, like a woman 
inspired, contrived to give Mercer notice. That young lady 
(whose breasts, though she knew it not, her husband had of 
late taken to fondling as she dressed him of a morning *) had 
without leave, but very naturally, gone to help her mother 

***... they being the finest that ever I saw in my life, that is the truth 
of it.” D. June 19^ 1666. 
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move her things. Elizabeth, tracking her down, had up- 
braided her furiously, at which Mrs Mercer had shouted 
back that her daughter was no prentice girl to ask leave every 
time she went abroad. The angry housewives in battle, while 
the great fire pursued its course less than a quarter of a mile 
away, was the last scene in Mercer’s sojourn. She departed 
that night, while her erstwhile master and mistress lay do\sn 
in turn to snatch a few hours’ sleep on a little quilt of Will 
Hewer’s in the Office. 

Tuesday, the 4th, was the greatest day of the fire. Ranged 
now far to the north, its flaming battalions poured west- 
wards in irresistible strength over the doomed City. Early 
in the morning it reached St Paul’s, and, while the leaden 
roof poured in streams of burning lava into the nave below, 
flames leapt rejoicing across the valley of the Fleet on to the 
wooden houses of Salisbury Court and St Bride’s, all but 
encircling the Duke of York and Iiis soldiers, who were 
gallantly blowing up houses on Ludgate Hill, in an in- 
escapable ring of fire. Eastwards the foe came up both sides 
of narrow Thames Street with infinite fury, while Batten 
and Pepys dug a deep pit in the Navy Office garden, in 
which to lay one his wine and the other his papers and 
Parmesan cheese. Threatened with the immediate destruction 
of liis home, Pepys tliat afternoon received sudden inspira- 
tion — to send for the naval dockyard hands from Woolwich 
and Deptford, to pull down houses and save the Office. 
He communicated these thoughts to Sir William Penn, who 
was sitting melancholy by his side in the garden. The latter 
at once went down the river to summon diis help, while 
Pepys (even at this Juncture methodically taking a copy) 
wrote to Coventry for the Duke’s permission to pull down 
houses, there being an ancient rule of the City that whoever 
destroyed his neighbour’s dwelling should be at the expense 
of rebuilding it. 
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That night the fire was in Fcnchurch Street to the north 
of the lane and had already reached the “ Dolphin in Tower 
Street. Pepys and his wife sat down to a last sad supper in 
tlicir house with Mr Turner, the Petty Purveyor, and his 
wife as their guests. Somehow they contrived to be a little 
nicrrv. Only when tlicy looked out, the horrid glamour 
of the sky, “all in a fire in the night”, terrified them almost 
our of their wits: it looked as though the whole heaven was 
in flames. Throughout the niglit the sound of explosions 
kept them from sleeping: the authorities, bent on saving the 
powder store in the Tower, were now blowing up houses 
all along Tower Street, At two in the morning, after again 
Iving a brief while on Hewer’s quilt in the Office, Pepys was 
called up with news that the fire was at the bottom of 
Seething Lane. There being now no hope, he took his wife, 
Will Hewer and Jane, with £2350 in gold, by boat to Wool- 
wich. Then, leaving them at Mr Sheldon’s in the Yard {after 
charging his wife and Will never to leave the room in which 
the gold was lodged without one of tlicm to keep watch on 
it), he rctunied to London to survey the ruins of lus home. 

But when he got back at seven in the morning his house 
and the Navy Office were still standing. The men from the 
Yards, whom Penn had brought up in the night, had done 
their business; and at Barking Church, its porch and dial 
already burnt, tlie fire had been for the moment at least 
stopped, though from the north flames still tlireatciied. 
Then, the artist overcoming even tlie man of property, 
Pepys climbed to the top of the rescued steeple and surveyed 
tlie scene — “the saddest sight of desolation that ever I saw, 
everywhere great fires, oil cellars and brimstone . . . burn- 
ing . . . the fire being spread as far as I could sec it”. 

Then, having good hopes that the worst was over — for 
everywhere the King and the Duke of York with their 
soldiers and volunteers had been opposing its course with 



THE RUINED CITY 


Act. 33] 


311 


rope and powder — he dined on cold meat at Sir ^^lUiani 
Penn’s, the first proper meal he had eaten in three days, and 
walked abroad to see the town. Over the smouldering ruins, 
he made liis way, as liis fellow diarist, Evelyn, did two days 
later, clambering over piles of smoking rubbish, die ground 
so hot beneath has feet that it scorched the soles of his shoes. 
Fcnchurch, Gracechurch and Lombard Streets were all dust, 
the Exchange a blackened skeleton, and MoorfielJs full ot 
poor wretches sitting among their goods. He noted Anthony 
Joyce’s house still burning, the buckled glass that had fallen 
from the windows of the Mercers’ Chapel and the poor cat, 
its hair all burned off its body, which he saw being taken out 
of a hole in a chimney. So he went home, and, as die air was 
still full of flying sparks, and rumours were abroad of Dutch 
and French spies carrying fireballs to spread die flames, he 
set the dockyard men to guard the Office all night, giving 
them beer and bread and cheese. Then he fell asleep, all 
sense of time lost. 

But that wonderful curiosity did not allow liim to sleep 
long, and he was up before five. At die gate of the Office as 
he went out, he met Gauden the Victualler, hurrying to beg 
die aid of liis men to fight a new fire that had broken out 
at Bishopsgatc. So Pepys went along with his dockyard men 
and helped to put it out, which dicy did in a litde while ; 
it was strange, he reflected, to see how hard die women 
worked fetching water and how they would dien scold for 
a drink and be as drunk as devils. Then, his work done, and 
being all in dirt from head to foot. Dapper Dicky took boat 
to Westminster to buy a shirt and some gloves and get him- 
self trimmed. And as he went up the river he saw the sad 
sight of the ruined shores, with 110 house standing 
Tower Bank to the Temple. Of the old City widiin the 
scarcely a sixth part remained : thirteen diousand houses had 
been burnt, leaving a hundred thousand people homeless. 
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Such was the strange and terrible interlude which broke 
tlic course of Pepys’ life. He for his part had been wonder- 
fully fortunate — “the Lord of Heaven make me thankful 
and continue me therein!” — his goods, scattered at Wool- 
wich, Deptford and Bethnal Green, were all safe, and when, 
a week later, the dockyard labourers had ceased to tramp all 
night through the Office and his house was made clean, he 
brought them all home by cart and barge (all save two little 
sea-pictures which were somehow mislaid) and to his in- 
finite joy lay with his wife in liis chamber again. Only, he 
added, “I do lack Mercer or somebody in the house to sing 
with”. But though he tried to entice her back, the lady 
would not return. 

For though Pepys might resume the even tenor of his 
ways — though he might go abroad in fine clotlies again* or 
in a single afternoon (less than a week after the fire ceased) 
enjoy both Martin's wife and Bagwell’s — the background of 
his life was changed for ever. Around the Navy Office still 
stood the familiar houses, and at Westminster and at White- 
hall there were trees and green grass and tlie wonted dwell- 
ings of men. But between the two lay a vast wilderness of 
horror. Walking or riding from Whitehall one approached 
it, as one visitor to London recalled, passing the untouched 
palaces of the nobility which still lined the south side of the 
Strand. But once through Temple Bar and a double line 
of houses ended two hundred yards away in a desolation of 
blackened rubble and white ashes, stretcliing as far as the eye 
could see and broken only by the ruin of old St Paul’s and 
the tottering towers of churches. Here for many months the 
stench and smoke of subterranean fires assailed the traveller, 
nor was it safe at night to pass by for fear of the lawless 
and homeless men who lurked among the shadows: half a 

* “Up berimes and shaved myself after a week’s growth, but Lord! 
how ugly I was yesterday, and how fine to-day!” D. Sept. 17th, 1666. 
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year later, when his Majesty’s Clerk of the Acts had occasion 
to pass through the ruins, he sat in the coach with his sword 
drawn. 

But being English, Pcpys dwelt as little as possible on all 
this. From shades and horrors he turned to tlie normal and 
familiar ; recorded cheerfully, even before the fire was fully 
burnt out, how house property in his part of the town was 
soaring in value, how the citizens congregated at the still 
standing Gresham College to gossip and bargain, and what 
speedy plans were being made for rebuilding the City. Of 
that mysterious country whose horrid landscape he had 
seen for a brief while he did not speak: only in dreams, 
lying (when the memory of it was still fresh) in Penn’s naked 
bed with nothing but his drawers on, or long after beside 
Elizabeth in his own familiar room, did he revisit it with 
the fear of fire in his heart. 



chapter XV 
England Unarms 


“But that, that he tells me ot \vorst consequence is, tliat he hiinsclf did 
hear many Englishmen on board the Dutch ships speaking to one anodaer 
lu Englidi; and that tliey did cry and say, ‘We aid heretofore fight for 
tickets; now we fight for dollars’.” Diary, June 14th, 1667. 

Meanwhile the war continued. Just before the Fire the 
English and Dutch fleets had been in sight of each other in 
the Channel. Rupert, cautious for once, failed to attack at 
a critical moment; the high wind wliich drove the flames at 
such speed through the City kept the English sliips in har- 
bour, and the Dutch soon after rctunicd to their own coast. 
So ended the summer campaign of 1666 and the last chance 
of the Enghsh obtaining that anniliilating sea victory which 
alone could compensate them for their sufferings before their 
own internal ills ovcrw'^helmed them. 

For those ills were now acute. Even before the Fire Pepys 
had come to accept tlie want of money as inevitable, re- 
cognising that tlie only business left for the Office was to 
file petitions and appease duns, and that tlie Treasury could 
do nothing to help the Navy until new supplies could be got 
from Parliament. And now, though Parliament was about 
to meet, it was hard to see how even that terrible and 
puissant assembly could raise taxes from a nation sunk under 
the twofold ruin of plague and fire. 

Terrible and puissant Parliament seemed to be to the 
despondent officials of the bankrupt Navy. It met on 
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September 21st, and Pepys, more nervous and prescient than 
any of his collcai^ucs, feared that they all would be turned 
out of their places. For the Commons, with their Hotspurs 
enquiring into all things, were in a nasty temper; men said 
that die King had received two millions more for die war 
than he could account for, and, diougli dicsc accusations 
were not supported by figures, they were universally 
believed. Accounts were called for, and Pepys was kept 
liard at work, even on Sundays — honest Hayter having no 
mind to, it being the Lord’s Day, but, being told the neces- 
sity, submitted, poor man!'’ — drawing up a statement of the 
charge of die war; 3, 200, 000 he showed it to have been 
up to date, of which nearly a million was still owing. But 
the Commons were by no means disposed to accept die 
Navy Office’s statement without examination ; and soon die 
great Sir George Carteret was making his way humbly to 
St Stephen’s widi his book of accounts under liis arm, and 
Pepys following suit. On October 2nd he was sent for by die 
Committee of Navy Accounts ; while waiting outside, he 
gave Penn’s boy liis confidential book of papers to bold ; 
picture his horror when later he discovered that the fool of 
a boy had delivered it to the doorkeeper of die House : it 
made him “stark mad, considering all the nakedness of the 
office lay open in papers witliin those covers . Happily, 
after an anxious hour or two, a litdc bribery released the 
incriminating volume from the custody of die doorkct^ier, 
and next day, in comparative ease of mind, the Clerk of the 
Acts underwent his first cross-examination by the politi- 
cians, “and did make shift to answer them better th^ I 
expected”. Widi admirable courage and presence of mind, 
quiedy and effectively, he bore the brunt of their ques- 
tionings all day. without the least supnort from hh; col- 
leagues, and wnen the Committee rose he was undefeat^. 
Shortly after, the Commons were induced to vote a further 
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;^i, 8 oo,(X)o for the war — a great sum, Pepys observed, were 
it not for the debts which swallowed almost all of it. 

For these had reached what were in those days titanic 
dimensions. Pepys, speaking before the King at Whitehall 
on an October Sunday, dwelt long on the Navy Office’s 
total incapacity through the lack of money and tlic helpless 
condition of the Fleet; he spoke well, he thought, but when 
he sat down, Rupert sprang up in a white heat and declared 
that he had brought home his ships in as good a condition as 
any had ever returned to harbour, on wliich the gallant 
httle Clerk of the Acts rephed that he was sorry to have 
offended his Highness, but he could only repeat what had 
been reported to him by the Surveyors. After which there 
was a long and awkward silence. But the only upshot of it 
all was tliat the King allocated a sum of ;£5000 to the Navy 
Office — an amount so absurdly inadequate that it was quite 
useless. But till die money voted by ParUament could be 
collected, it was all there was. 

In despair, while unpaid sailors rioted outside the Treasury 
or swarmed angrily around the Navy Office to die terror of 
its inmates. Pepys contemplated resignation. Bluntly he told 
the Duke of York that he must not expect any further 
service from him and his colleagues, for without money 
it was impossible to give it. Even the few hundreds which he 
asked to satisfy a small part of the debt of the broom and 
reed men, that there might be enough credit to bream the 
ships bottoms, were denied him, the Navy Treasurer 
turning up his eyes as if he had asked a milli on. Everywhere 
the affiairs of the nation were drifting to ruin : the Fleet in 
such a condition as to discipline — swearing, drinking and 
whoring that, as grim old Commissioner Middleton put 
it, it was as if the Devil commanded it : the merchants 
giving up all trade for lost, and men deploring that the old 
valour of England was spent and worn out. Pepys, wearied 
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with the distraction and confusion of the times, wished him- 
self with the little he had got safely settled at Brampton 
“where I might live peaceably and study, and pray for the 
good of the ^ng and my country”. 

Yet he did not retire. Seeing that his importunate requests 
for money merely irritated those in authority, he gave 
over, drew in liis horns* and, after one last despairing letter 
to the Duke of York in November, for a time left tlxe 
doomed Navy to its face. Instead he surrendered himself to 
less harrying occupations. It was better by far to spend an 
evening at home playing upon one’s lyra viol with great 
pleasure and peace of mind chan to waste long and fruitless 
hours in the service of an ungraceful country ; to entertain 
noble and titled guests in one’s fine house with reflections 
that no joys chat life could offer could really exceed this — 
“eating in silver plates and all things mighty rich and hand- 
some” — to make one’s colleagues green with envy to sec 
thenisclvcs served from that selfsame place (even if Lord 
Brouncker did afterwards mutter some ignoble remark 
about its origins) — “ail I have and do so much outdo for 
neatness and plenty anything done by any of them”. 

At other times die company he entertained did not so 
much please Mrs Pepys. When Mesdames Pierce and 
Knepp dined, she was mighty petdsh, so that these two 
spotless ladies remarked with astonishment on her ill- 
tenmer; and when Sam returned from seeing them home 
he found her strangely out of order, reproaching them “as 
wenches, and I know not what”. It was most mysterious. 
Yet Pepys could not help admitting that he was always glad 

* When Carteret repeated to Ijira the Chancellor’s critical enquiry 
“how it (do) come to pass that his friend Pepys do so much magnify all 
things to worse”, the Clerk of the Acts took warning. “I must have a 
care”, he noted, “not to be over busy in the Office again and bum my 
fingers.” D. Oct. 20tb, 1666. 
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to sec Kiiepp — the best company in die world he found the 
jade — to hear her sing liis new song It is decreed, to gaze 
and listen to her as she performed on the boards of the King’s 
Tlicatrc. Indeed, in the opinion of Lord Brouncker, who 
liked a pretty face as well as Pepys, she was coming on to be 
a great actress. To have her widi liim Samuel gave a dinner 
to some of the chief pla)’crs : there was Henry Harris, who 
sang an Irish song with great effect, and Captain Rolt, and 
Knepp herself dchciously disguised in die dress and vast 
straw hat in which she had just been acting die country maid 
in the Goblins \ there were also four fiddlers (who would not 
accept less dian diirty shilhngs) and, to appease Mrs Pepys, 
Peinblcton himself to lead die dancing. And the crown of 
die evening came, after Mercer had sung the most ravisliing 
Italian song over die supper table in the Office, when 
Pepys went upstairs to bid good-night to Mrs Knepp — who, 
being taken a hide sick, had been put to bed by his wife — 
and, after waking her, handled her breasts and kissed her 
and sang a song with her as he lay beside her on die bed. 

It was not always that his dehghts were so innocent. There 
was Mrs Bagwell, who was now only too ready for liis 
business (he had got her husband a better ship as he had 
promised) — “con much voluptas**, as he' phrased it in the 
peculiar jargon in which he recorded his loose amours. 
There was Mrs Martin, grown into “la plus belle moher* of 
the orbis”, so much so diat Pepys, who apparently could get 
all the pleasure he wanted without pushing things to perilous 
extremes, was somewhat taken aback. He was also a litde 
put out when her husband, that vain, silly fellow for whom 

* In Joseph Wright’s English Dialect Dictionary (1903), “maur” or 
^‘mohr * is defined as a Suffolk term for a woman or girl. Of more 

general use was the word "mauther**, meaning “a girl just growing into 
motherhood, especially a great, rough, awkward wench**. But an equally 
possible explanation is that Pepys was using the Spanish word **mujer’'. 
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he had got a place, went swaggering across Westminster 
Hall with some new-purchased gewgaw so that all tlic 
people laughed at him : Pepys feared they might suspect him 
as the cause of this unmerited wcaltli. And when Mrs Mardn 
was out of the way having a baby, her little sister Doll 
Lane proved herself to be made from tlie same mould. 
Contrary to all expectation, Pepys found tliat he could do 
what he would with her and might, he added, have done 
anytliing. 

Indeed, Pepys was decidedly promiscuous in liis loves that 
autumn. Having withdrawn liis superfluous energies from 
the task of defeating the Dutch, he was now ready for any- 
body. “Our Sarali”, formerly of the household in Seething 
Lane and who had recently t^cn a shoemaker to her Icgid- 
macc bosom, as well as her Uttle sister, tlic maid of the 
“Swan”; Mrs Burrows, tlie pretty widow ofa naval officer, 
whose dead husband’s ticket he had helped to get paid and 
whose modesty he slowly undermined — in a coach ambling 
across the Acton and Paddington fields, or at the Office, and, 
most sinister of all, in Mrs Martin’s lodgings ; young Mrs 
Daniel, whose husband’s promotion he so obligingly nursed 
and whose clothes, after carefully shutting tlie door, he 
so disarranged when she visited the Office; even Penns 
daughter Peg Lowther, whom he towslcd and kissed, were 
all fuel to feed his “niauvais flammes”. In a single December 
week he took liis pleasure of DoU Lane (immediately after a 
most improving talk with Mr Evelyn on the vices of the 
King and Court), of Mrs Martin and Mrs Daniel. 

Yet it would be wrong to deduce from these ragged and 
miscellaneous affairs that Pepys was an all-triumphing Don 
Juan, draining the last dregs of amorous pleasure and sparing 
none. A wonderful way with women he ceruinly had: 
when his neighbour Mrs Turner, deprived of her lodgings 
by Lord Brounckcr, came weeping to him for comfort. 
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he had her laughing in a few minutes.* His vitality, his 
sensitive and varying emotions and his unquenchable zest 
for life were irresistible. But the strange intermixture of 
revelation and omission in Wheatley s edition of the Diary 
has left a false impression of the nature of Pepys’ love afi^rs. 
For except for one or two, they were strictly (if such an 
adverb be here permissible) hmited in their scope: liis 
early training had left behind it a mind fortified with inhibi- 
tions. To go beyond a certain point — albeit that sometimes 
his passions and the opportunity of the hour carried liim 
furdicr, leaving him afterwards humihated in liimself and 
despising liis unfortunate victim — was shameful. Worse, 
it was dangerous. Even in liis bewildering, truthful exposure 
of himself Pepys cannot quite bring himself to put down in 
everyday black and white the record of his own infirmities; 
while admitting that he, with Iiis fine clothes and imposing 
carriage, did for a moment kneel down and grovel in tlie 
mud, he does so in a diflferent language, as though tlie lapse 
had in it something of unreahty — a dream, the freak of an 
unguarded moment, a lapse into die irresponsible years of 
childhood. So that the confessions are written in a strange 
jargon of tongues, French, Greek, Spanish, ItaUan, Latin — 
with toy words scattered meaningless throughout them — 
till one reads widi wonder in that baby language the naive 
confession “she would not suffer that je should poncr my 
mano above ses jupcs which je endeavoured**. 

All this, of course, had htde to do with the heart: much 
with the body. As a distinguished surgeon and Pepysian 
scholar, Sir D’Arcy Power, has pointed out, much of Pepys* 
incontinence was probably due to the injury done in his 
youth to his genito-urinary system by the removal of so 
large a stone from his bladder. And he had always been of 

* **So (hat I perceive no passion in a woman can be lasting long.'* 
D.Jan. 29th, 1667. 
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a warm nature — a very hot little boy, he remembered him- 
self as being, subject to breakings out of heat in his body, 
and continued prickings and itcliings when die weather 
grew warm. Yet he suffered also from an exceedingly 
susceptible heart, and, when female beauty touched his 
imagination — as it was quick to do— he foolislily fell in love. 
As he had done two years before with Jane Welsh, die 
barber’s maid, so he did tliis winter widi little Betty Michell, 
who in her youthful days as Mrs Howlett’s daughter of 
Westminster Hall had struck him as having so marked a 
resemblance to his wife. He had begun one August Sunday 
when, after treating her at the “Old Swan” tavern, he had 
had two or three long salutes of her out of sight of her 
husband. She, also hkc his last love, was inclined to blow 
hot and cold, and to keep him waiting at unkept trysts ; after 
one such wasted afternoon he had a quaint adventure : but 
pretty!” he relates, “how I took another pretty woman for 
her, taking her a clap on the breech thinking verily it had 
been her”. But Betty was an old friend, and, in liis desires 
as in his work, Pepys knew how to be patient. As he 
observed of the modesty of another lady that winter: “time 
can hazer la the same as it hath hereto otliers”. In October, 
sampling the pleasures of her lips, he foimd her "mighty 
modest’ ; in early December, returning in a coach with her 
from the christening of Mrs Martin’s child (who that lady 
believed, or pretended to believe, was his), he got her, with 
some ado, to employ her hands in a way scarcely compatible 
with any woman’s modesty. Tlircc weeks later, in anodier 
coacli with the moon shining, he repeated the pleasure, she 
making many little endeavours para stir su main but yielded 
still. We came home”, he added, “and there she did seem 
a little ill, but I did take several opportunities aften,vards 
para baisscr la, and so good night”. 

Yet he was still in love with her and much afraid lest she 
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should find his advances too bold. It was, however, less tlie 
lady’s fastidiousness which proved the obstacle than her 
husband’s very natural suspicions. In February there was a 
disturbing adventure. Pepys had invited Betty in the pre- 
sence of young MichcU to join his wife and himself at the 
New Exchange in a shopping venture. When Betty arrived, 
Elizabeth was not tlicrc, for the simple reason that Samuel 
had never asked her to be. He made an excuse, bought her 
a dressing-case at a cabinet-maker’s and then settled down 
to enjoy liimself in her company. But late that evening as 
he took her home by coach, a thought struck him : wliat if 
her husband had sent to Seetlung Lane to enquire for her 
and, fmding her not there, had given not only himself but 
Mrs Pepys occasion to think strange things? Betty woman- 
wise dismissed the idle thought, and Samuel saw her home. 
Here he discovered that liis fears were well founded, for 
Mr Michell announced that he had just sent his maid to 
Seething Lane to enquire when his wife would be back. In 
haste Pepys took his leave (Betty whispering behind her 
husband’s back diat if he would say tliat they had come by 
water, she would make up the rest) and hurried home, there 
in a sweat pacing up and down before the entry wondering 
what on earth he should say to Elizabeth. But, as God would 
have it, while he walked to and fro in this agony, a little 
woman came stumbling up the steps in the dark and asked 
the way to his house. Recognising her voice, he told her 
that her mistress had gone home. Then, with his heart full 
of joy at his good fortune, he betook him indoors to Jiis 
own wife. After that, the “affaire Michell’* somewhat 
languished. 

In his relations with his own family Pepys was seen to for 
better advantage. Three years before, at the time of Tom’s 
death, he had discovered among Tom’s papers some highly 
scandalous letters, written by hw brother John, full of “foul 
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words” and “crafty designs” against liimself. He had sworn 
at the time never to forget tlie injury. But now that John, 
down from the University and about to start his career, was 
in need of his help he forgave him, sent for him to town, 
gave Kim money and a canonical cloak and cassock and 
looked about for some such clerical preferment as should 
befit a young graduate of Cambridge. He even gave liim 
lessons in pronunciation, lent him his favourite Faber 
Fortunae to translate, and questioned him, scholarwisc, on 
mathematics and optics. And when one day the young man, 
who had been spending tlie winter at Seething Lane, fell 
down in a dead faint p^c as death (he explained afterwards 
that something had come into liis stomach very' 
Samuel was quite astounded at his own brotherly love: “I 
never”, he tells us, “was so frightened but once, when my 
wife was ill at ^^a^c upon the road, and 1 did continue 
trembling a good while and ready to weep to see liim ”. The 
same anxious solicitude appeared in the early spring of 
1667 when his mother, who had long been sinking, fell 
dangerously ill. Even in sleep the thought of her visited him, 
dreaming himself kneeling beside her bed, laying his hand 
over hers and crying, she almost dead, and so waked, but 
which is strange, methought she had hair over her face and 
not the same kind of face as iny mother really has, but yet 
did not consider that, but did weep over her as my motlicr 
whose soul Cod have mercy of . Two days later he received 
news that on the very day of his dream she had died tliat 
her last words had been — “God bless my poor Sam ! The 

reading hereof”, he recorded, did set me awceping heartily, 
and so wccping to myself awhile, and my wife also to her- 
self.” After which the tearful pair consoled themselves by 
recalling what a comfort it was that the old lady had not 
survived her husband or she would have been left altogether 
on their hands. The subsequent funeral expenses Samuel bore 
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out of his own purse, emptying a £50 bag to do so — and it 
was a joy to him to see that he could part widi such a sum 
without much inconvenience, at least, widiout any trouble 
of mind. 

So also towards his father, Pepys kept the simplest and 
most homely of the commandments, honouring him all die 
days of his life, though he well knew his faults and weak- 
nesses. “So home,” he had written at the time of Tom’s 
death, “and find my father come to he at our house and so 
supped and saw him, poor man, to bed, my heart never 
being fuller of love to him, nor admiration of his prudence 
and pains heretofore in the world than now to see how Tom 
hath carried himself in his trade ; and how the poor man hath 
his thoughts going to provide for his younger children and 
my mother. But I liopc they shall ne:iei want.” That resolve 
Samuelfaithfullyhonourcd. He bought his sire a horse,made 
up his income by a year — “1 do not think 1 can bestow 

it better” — and did all within his power to make him 
happy; and when the old man came to London, he would 
gladly have had him stay for ever, such innocent company 
did he find him. Even Pall he did his best for, busying him- 
self to find her a husband and offering to give her a dowry 
of ^$00. Had it been possible he would have had her marry 
liis old schoolfellow, honest country parson Dick Cumber- 
land : he would gladly, he said, have given a hundred more 
with her to so cxcellenc a fellow, but Dick was poor and, 
anyhow, averse to marrying. Poor Baity St Michel also came 
in for his share of his brother-in-law’s growing benevo- 
lence. Since his good service in Harman’s beleaguered flag- 
sliip, Pepys had felt far more kindly disposed towards the 
young man. He was delighted when Baity’s name was men- 
tioned in the presence of the Duke of York as that of the 
best Muster Master in die Fleet and deeply sympathetic 
when he found that he was troubled lest, in his absence at 
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sea, his somewhat flighty little wife should dishonour him. 
He gave him good counsel and help, though not quite to the 
extent of offering to house his lady — for what, he reflected, 
would he do with her if Baity were killed ? — and got him 
made Deputy Treasurer of the Fleet, a truly great promo- 
tion. A good man, he now found him, willing to take pains 
and very sober. 

Of his near relations she who received the least share of his 
tender kindness was his wife. It was not tliat he did not love 
her— deep in his heart, as time was to show, he did above all 
others in the world — but he could not bring himself to exert 
himself to please her, nor help regarding her as a fool. He 
tried to teach her to sing, but her ear was so bad and he had 
not the patience to coax her to do better as he would have 
done with a stranger. Yet he was frank with himself over 
the causes of her failure — “I do find that I do put her out of 
heart and make her fearful to sing before me*’. 

Nor was he kinder to her in omer matters. When he came 
home to dinner and found her in a silly dress of a blue petti- 
coat uppermost and a wliite satin waistcoat and hood, he 
was very angry — though he was less peevish when he had 
eaten — and when contrary to his orders she went abroad in 
the flaxen hair that was now all the mode, he almost burst 
with rage, swore in God's name several times — ‘‘which I 
pray God forgive me for" — and even shook his fist in her 
face: at which she, poor wretch, was much surprised. Still 
she contrived, as she usually did when liis anger went too far, 
to make something out of it, and next day traded a promise 
to discard her white locks for money to buy lace. Another 
bargain she secured in the spring of 1667 — a convention on 
her husband's part that whenever he spent money on Knepp 
or any other lady, he should give as much to her. It proved 
an admirable economy. 

All this while the affairs of the nation were in a sad plight. 
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1666 had dosed ill universal gloom; even the King’s m^i- 
aaiis were starving. Nor did 1667 open with any brighter 
hopes. Everyone was full of distrust : when the Court spoke 
of the danger of foreign invasion, the City laughed at the 
alarm and affected to regard it as a mere plot to get money. 
Corruption was everywhere : great and small alike scrambled 
to maL what they could before tlie end came. When the 
Navy Officers tried to prevent the sale of some captured 
hemp and timber by the Commissioners of Prizes, knowing 
that they would subsequently be forced to buy these identical 
goods from tlie purchaser at prohibitive jprices. Lord 
Ashley * who was out for his rake-off, flady refused to obey 
the King’s orders and went on with the sale — “a most horrid 
evil and^’a shame” Pepys thought it. Yet he himself was not 
above forcing through the Board, against even Coventry s 
protest, a more than doubtful contract for using one of die 
icing’s ships to bring back hemp from Genoa, because he 
had been promised a commission trom Captain Cocke if it 
was signed. Even his fellow Commissioner, the old puritan 
Taylor, offered the Clerk of the Acts ten pieces of gold. But 
when the flagmakers Young and Whisder approached him 
with a box containing £ioo, he felt that matters had gone 
too far and, thinking it unsafe to put himself in the power of 
such men, flatly refused it. 

Trudi to tell, Pepys continued to thrive though the nation 
drove every week nearer to the rocks of bankruptcy and the 
Navy lay helpless for lack of money. During the winter 
of 1666-7 — as barren a one as England had ever known — 
his capital, despite heavy expenses, steadily increased — “for 
which the Holy name of God be praised”. True, owing to 
the State’s failure to pay its bills there was a distinct falling 
off of his income in certain directions : contract^ors who were 
owed tens of thousands could scarcely be as lavish with 

* Afterwards die great Earl of Shaftesbury. 
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presents as in the earlier days of tiic war. And, owing to an 
unhappy tendency on the part of tliat merchant to favour 
Brouncker as well as himself, Pepys had definitely broken 
with Warren : he would rather, he declared angrily, lose him 
alcogedicr tlian that he should hold any man’s friendship 
higher than his. But kind Gauden the Victualler, despite 
the universal shortage of cash, found it wortli his while 
to continue his benevolence to the official who was both 
Surveyor-General of the Navy and Treasurer of Tangier 
(giving him £^$00 a year for tlie first and ^^loo for tlie 
latter), and Mr Lanyon, the Tangier merchant, secured him 
another on their old contract. 

But if Pepys could grow rich in such times, the King 
could not. Before 1666 ended, tlie Council, relying on the 
negotiations for peace which were proceeding with France 
and Holland, was contemplating the necessity of laying up 
the Fleet during the next summer; nor indeed did any other 
course appear financially possible. There was no money in 
the Treasury, and, as Pepys himself said, without money 
the King’s work could not go on. Before the final decision 
to lay up the Fleet was taken, he made one last despairing 
appeal for funds. For it still hurt him to see his handiwork 
perish, and it was not only of his own that he was 

think ing when he complained of the lot of poor Mr Lanyon, 
who had given the Navy credit tor j{]8ooo and received not 
one farthing in return; ‘*the King’s service is undone , he 
wrote, “and those that trust him perish: these tilings grieve 
me to die heart**. In another letter to the Duke of York he 
summarised the current position : in four months the Navy 
Board had been able to make only four paltry contracts of 
not more than ^2000 in all and had received but ^(^13 15 
for the discharge of debts of over ^(^150,000, while the total 
debt of the Navy was in the neighbourhood of a niilhon ; 
unless ^{^526,000 were allocated at once, to set out a fleet 
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would be impossible. The letter at least, he observed, dis- 
charged the Navy Office from blame for the inevitable con- 
sequences vvliich must ensue if the money was not forth- 
coming. (Coventry went even further and resigned.) But 
Pepys might as well have asked for the Great Wail of China. 
The only result was to fray the tempers of those from whom 
he begged ; as he himself frankly admitted to Carteret, whose 
secretary had been rude to the Navy Board’s messenger: “I 
confess that to be importuned for money, when money is 
not to be had, is a provoker”. Certainly the old Lord 
Chancellor found it so, as he listened to die Clerk of the 
Acts’ renewed complaints, though he had the justice to 
declare that no man in England was of greater method nor 
made himself better understood : a great compliment, 
drought it. 

On March 6th, 1667, the government officially acquainted 
the Navy Office of its intendon to lay up the battle fleet. 
Instead it was resolved to strengthen the harbour fortifica- 
tions and rely on a few flying squadrons from the northern 
and western ports to cripple the Dutch by preying on their 
commerce. 

Of the advantages to be derived from plundering Dutch 
merchantmen, Pepys — though under no delusion as to the 
probable result of laying up the Fleet — ^was already some- 
thing of a judge. In the previous autumn he had become 
joint proprietor with Penn and Batten of a privateer, the 
three having successfully begged the loan of ffie vessel, the 
Flying Greyhound^ from their good-natured sovereign. The 
proceeding had naturally caused a certain amount of 
criticism, and Pepys had had to write to Mr Deane to refute 
a “treacherous mistake” on the part of a prying official at 
the Harwich yard and point out that, though his Majesty had 
been graciously pleased to lend the ship with her furniture 
and guns during the winter, he and his fellow adventurers 
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were bearing the full expense of her wages and victuals out 
of their own purses. 

To provide additional capital for tlicir “private man of 
war’*, the Principal Officers got tlic merchant Sir Richard 
Ford to bear a third of the cost. There was some doubt 
at first as to how best to employ her : for a time tliere 
were thoughts of sending her on a trading voyage to 
the Madciras, “the profit being certain and occasion 
honest”. There was also a certain amount of bickering 
about the crew, old Batten declaring that he would with- 
draw unless his son was made Lieutenant. But in the end 
the Flying Greyhound set out, with the complaisant Mr 
Martin as Purser and a certain pirate of the name of Hogg 
as Captain, with a roving commission to prey on Dutch 
merchantmen. 

Unhappily tlie Captain interpreted his commission rather 
too hbcrally, and, though the privateer brought in several 
rich prizes, tlie subsequent “proving” of them before the 
Prize Courts involved her owners in a great deal of anxiety. 
Two Swedish prizes proved a particular source of trouble: 
the Swedish Resident (a gentleman who, it appears, slept in 
mittens and a flir cap) gave battle on behalf of his injured 
countrymen, intimating, however, that lie was ready to be 
bribed. On which Sir William Penn made “a long simple 
dtxlaradon of his resolution to give notliing to deceive any 
poor man of what was his right by law ”, but ended in saying 
that he would do whatever the others did. The direc emi- 
nent adventurers of Seething Lane thereupon authorised Sir 
Richard Ford to offer the protesting diplomat up to 
for his silence. Sir Richard also making a speech protesting 
his virtue and praying God for a curse on his family if he was 
privy to any knavery. However, it appeared tliat the bribe 
was not sufficient, for the case went to law and the judge, 
who struck Pepys, just even when his own interests were at 
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Stake, as a very rational, learned and uncorrupt man, gave it 
in part against them. 

There was also some trouble when, in her rovings in the 
Channel and North Sea, the private man-of-war of his 
Majesty’s Principal Officers chanced to light on ships which 
were claimed as prizes by even loftier adventurers. There 
was die Vice-Admiral, for instance, who demanded one of 
the Flying Greyhound's victims at Plymouth, and, worse still, 
Prince Rupert, widi two of whose privateers Captain Hogg 
had clioscn, most uimnscly, to consort. An even worse 
shock befell the owners when they discovered diat Hogg 
and his merry men had been engaging on a little piracy on 
their owm account at tlic expense of their paymasters: it 
appeared that Hogg was the “veriest rogue, the most 
observable embezzler that ever was known”. But it may be 
added diat he had many competitors. 

In die end Pepys decided tliat it would be better to take 
what profit he could and get out of this rather too exciting 
company while there was still time. After hearing Batten 
boast that he was going to sell his share of the prizes for 
£1000, Pepys boldly o&rcd him his for £700. This, to his 
great joy. Batten after a little bargaining closed with at 
£666 13s. ^d. But (to anticipate) there was a further trial* 
in store. For after the Flying Greyhound's operations had 
been brought to a close by the end of the war, the owners 
formed the hopeful plan of hogging her altogether from the 
easy-going monarch as a reward for their patriotic services. 
Then a most disturbing thing happened. For on September 
17th, 1667, old Batten came raging to Pepys with tidings 
that their partner Penn had secredy got an order from the 
King for the ship for himself, “which is so false a thing and 
the part of a knave as nothing almost can be more”. 
Happily all ended well. For, after a very outspoken inter- 
view with Penn “wherein I was plain to him’and he to me”. 
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that thoughtful Admiral suggested as a compromise thai 
he should use his influence wth the Duke of York to beg 
another royal ship for Pepys alone, Tliis was duly accom- 
plished, and the quarrel bct^'cen the Principal Officers was 
appeased by the transference of liis Majesty’s ship, the 
MayhoU galliot, fitted out (through Sir Wilham Penn’s 
forethought) as though for a long voyage, to the private 
ownership of Samuel Pepys. The warrant which attested the 
gift bore long and loving testimony to his public services. 

While these were being rendered, the English govern- 
ment laid up the main fleet. The great sliips were moored 
in the Medway, a boom set across the river to protect tliem 
and the coastal forts strengthened. Meanwhile squadrons to 
prey on Dutch commerce were fitted out at Plymouth and 
Hull, and the peace negotiations pressed forward. But so 
sluggish was the pulse of English government now become 
that scarcely one of these things was adequately accom- 
plished. The great ships were berthed too low in the river, 
the chain at Upnor was carelessly fixed, and months were 
allowed to elapse before the work on die forts, ordered as 
far back as December, 1666, was begun. And everywhere 
the sailors on the sliips left in commission, the dockyard 
hands, the labourers with their ropes and spades, flady 
refused to obey the orders of a government whicli never 
paid them. Nor can they be blamed: Pepys, looking out of 
the Navy Office window, saw a poor seaman, half-starved 
for food, dying in the Yard.* The unpaid carmaker at 
Portsmouth dockyard came to Commissioner Middleton 

* All even more terrible record occurs in a letter of April 4th, 1667. 
written by Commissioner Taylor ot Harwich dockyard to Pepy* • • • 
*‘mca really perish for want of wherewithal to get a nourishment. One 
yesterday came to me crying to get something to relieve him. I ordered 
him 10s. He went and got hot drink . . . and so drank it and died witliin 
two hours”. The heart is still sore at such a relation. Tanner, FuttUcr 
CcfTfSpottdetice, p. 17a. 
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crying and wringing his hands to beg that he might be made 
a labourer to save him from arrest for debt, the soldiers 
recruited for service overseas hid theinsclves rather than sail, 
and the Navy Office could think of nothing better to do dian 
provide alibis and study excuses against die inevitable 
disaster which all foresaw. 

In May, when financial famine had reached nightmare 
dimensions, the first hope of rehef came. On the i6th the 
old Lord Treasurer, Southampton, died — a good man, but 
one forwhom his task in a new and changing age had proved 
too great. The government acted with sometliing approach- 
ing vigour and put the Treasury into Commission with the 
capable Downing as Secretary. The new Commissioners 
were mostly young and active and at once began to enquire 
into die existing system with a view to a diorough overhaul 
of the State’s financial machinery. Before the end of the 
month the Navy Office was receiving demands for an exact 
account of the expenses of the Office from the Restoration 
to the present day, togedier with an estimate of what weekly 
and mondily sums were necessary to release the Fleet from 
debt. “We are”, wrote Pepys in his abstract of their 
instruedons, “to be moderate as we can without prejudice 
to the service.” 

To him, at any rate, it was a wonderful relief — “the 
happiest thing that hath appeared ... for the good of the 
narion since the King came in”. Under the stimulus of hope 
the Clerk of die Acts became a new man, embraced again 
those toils which in despair he had long neglected and fell 
roundly to business. He also renewed the old spirited war 
against his colleagues, and from happy discourse with Mrs 
Turner and others collected damning matter against them: 
how Penn had risen from a pitiful origin with a dirty slattern 
for a wife whose stockings had hung about her heels, how 
he had bribed and plundered his way to his present position. 
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how he was the most £Use fellow that ever was bom of 
woman; how Pett turned up the white of his eyes while he 
spoke — sure sign of his treachery; how Lord Brounckcr and 
liis whore, Mrs Williams, owed for almost everything, even 
their butter and cheese. Yet, such was God’s goodness, all 
tlicsc scurvy fellows treated Pepys with honour and respect. 
“I am a happy man”, he wrote, “that all of my fellow 
officers arc desirous of my friendship.” And with such 
stimulating reflections he returned to work — even on 
Sundays- 

Buttlie reformation of theTreasuryandthe moralrccovery 
of Mr Pepys were alike too late. On June 3 rd the latter, after 
pausing in his morning’s labours to give his neighbour 
Parson Mills, who was after two livings, an introduction to 
Sir William Coventry — “which was a service 1 did, but 
much against my will, for a lazy fat priest” — sat down to a 
good plain dinner at the Trinity House, Deptford. Here 
among others was Mr Evelyn, and after the feast these two 
worthy men talked awhile of the alarming news that the 
Dutch were at sea witli eighty mcn-of-war and twenty-five 
fireships. Five days later, despite anxious hopes in Seething 
Lane that die wind had scattered them, they were officially 
reported off Harwich ; at much the same time their giuis 
were heard at Bethnal Green. Mihtary steps (for naval dicrc 
could be none) were now taken to repel them, and all the 
young Hectors of die Court went posting off to Essex — to 
litde purpose, drought Pepys, but to debauch die country 
women dicrcabouts. On that day, Sunday the gdi, the 
weather being hot, the Clerk of the Acts, after attending 
divine service in the Abbey and paying a profitable visit to 
Mrs Martin, took a boat to Barn Elms and spent a- solitary 
and philosopliical evening among the riverside trees reading a 
translation from the Spanish. When, late, he reached home, he 
found orders awaiting him to send fireships down the river. 
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Next day it was reported tliat the Dutch were at the Norc, 
and tlic Navy Officers, bestirring themselves, hurried down 
to Greenwich to dispatch men and ships. For once they had 
some money, but owing to the fact that no one would 
believe them they were able to make small use of it, and in 
the now famihar atmosphere of idle despair notliing was 
done. “It is an admirable thing”, commented Pepys, “to 
consider how much the King suffers and how necessary it 
is in a State to keep the King’s service always in a good 
posture and credit.” The morrow was to provide a still more 
striking demonstration of the truth of tliis dictum. 

Tiiat evening, restless with anxiety, Pepys went down the 
river to Gravesend. Here he found die Duke of Albemarle 
with a great many idle lords and gentlemen, pistols and 
other “fooleries”, awaiting the assault of the Dutch fleet. 
But at the moment that force was elsewhere — landing eight 
hundred men at Sheemess, before whom the unpaid 
garrison of the place fled precipitate. Still unconscious of diis 
disaster, though the offals of sheep borne up the river by 
the flood showed all too well what the Dutch had been 
doing, Pepys returned mournfully to London, consoling 
liimsclf on the way by reading Mr Boyle’s new book on 
Hydrostatics — an excellent work he found it and truly 
comforting: only a few days before, when Elizabedi had 
been in a rage, he had read it aloud as she upbraided him 
until she was quite silenced. But it did not silence the 
Dutch. 

On Tuesday the iith there were many letters at the Navy 
Office, including one from Commissioner Pett, “in a very 
frarful stink for fear of the Dutch and desires help for God 
and the King and Kingdom’s sake”. Lord Brounckcr and 
Sir John Mennes accordingly left for the front. Pepys, after 
getting off some fireships from Deptford, went home to 
dinner and then, by the luckiest of chances, calling on Mr 
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Perm at die Navy Treasurer’s office, found diat some money 
had just come in and secured ^AOO of outstanding s^ary. 
Then, spying Mercer, he followed her dirough the dusty 
streets ; it was not a moth* that the Clerk of the Acts chased 
that day. The rest of it he spent industriously hiring fireships 
and dealing with Coventry’s frantic letters and wondering 
what was happening on the Medway, where the great ships 
lay beyond the boom. And that night the drums of die 
Trained Bands sounded in all the streets ; they were knock- 
ing up the taverns for Falstaff and his fellow captains to 
come forth and lead the King’s levies. 

Next moniing the Dutch broke dirough the chain across 
the Medway and, under the ineffectual fire of die shore 
batteries, bore down on the deserted English warships. 
These the dockyard men had refused to tow up die river as 
ordered, having been more profitably occupied in moving 
their own belongings to safety. The Royxtl Charles^ once die 
l^aseby^ was taken and a number of other nien-of-war 
fired. Late tliat afternoon the news reached London : “ whicli 
struck me”, wTOtc Pepys, “to the heart’*. 

* “Sir H. Cholmly . . . cells me . . . thac the night the Dutch biiniod 
our ships the King did sup with my Lady Casdcmaync at the Duchess of 
Monmouth’s, and they were all mad in hunting a poor moth. D. June 
2ist, 1667. 



Chapter XVI 


“Comes a damned summons to attend the Committee ot Miscarriages 
to-day, which makes me mad, that I should by my place become the 
hackney of this 0^fice, in perpetual trouble and vexation, that need it 
least.’* Diflry, Feb. iith, 1668. 

The night of Wednesday, June 12th, that saw the Dutch 
lying in triumph in the Medway, saw Pepys in a determined 
mood. When all the house was abed, he took his fadier, 
who was on a visit to London, and liis wife up to tlie latter’s 
chamber and there, shutting the door, told them what he 
had resolved. The Navy Office, he explained, and probably 
the country, was doomed ; the only thing to do was to save 
what cash he had by him, leaving such of his property as lay 
in the King’s hands, on account of Tangier or the new Act, 
for lost. Having in two years seen plague and fire, he must 
now prepare himself for revolution. And meanwhile his 
wife and fatlier should ride with the money-bags to 
Brampton. 

Next day he took his measures. Elizabetli and John Pepys 
departed with ;(^I300 in gold in tlicir night-bag and many 
strict orders how to hide it. Will Hewer was sent early to 
Backwell’s and managed to withdraw another £,$00 of his 
master’s money before the run on the bank began, and an 
hour or two later Gibson, the clerk, set out after tlie Bramp- 
ton travellers with a thousand more gold pieces under colour 
of an official express to Sir Jeremy Smith, the Admiral in 
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command of the northern squadron at Newcastle. All day 
long people kept coming in and out of the Office, all^itli 
various rumours and all in alarm — the King and Duke of 
York among them. And all day long, as he listened and 
looked attentive, the Clerk of the Acts* mind dwelt anxiously 
on Ills scattered possessions — on the girdle containing £,}Oo 
which he had painfully wrapped beneath his clothes round 
his body, of his noble flagons which he had sent in haste to 
Kate Joycc*s, of that precious night-bag jolting beneath the 
scat of the coach which bore his wife and father along die 
North Road. He did not know what to do widi his silver, 
since it was too late to change it for gold: sometimes he 
thought of flinging it into the privy, but then wondered 
how he would get it again when he and his colleagues were 
turned out of the Office. For this now seemed inevitable; 
indeed, he thought, they would all be lucky if they did not 
have their throats cut. 

Meanwhile the public alarm grew. Travellers from Chat- 
ham bore tidings of burning English warships, of unmanned 
English guns, of English seamen who stood on Dutch decks 
and shouted to their countrymen on shore that thev had 
fought hitherto for tickets, but now they would fight for 
dollars. And in the streets of Wapping scamen*s wives cried 
aloud that such things were a punishment for not paying 
their husbands. The City was in a panic, and rich men every- 
where were moving their money-bags. At any moment, it 
was said, the Dutch, having scuttled England’s fighting sliips 
in the Medway, would violate tlic Thames and, witli tlicir 
guns playing in the very Pool of London, avenge Holmes 
bonfire of the previous year in a blazing pyre of English 
merchantmen. In terrified haste ships were sunk to block tlie 
fairway below Woolwich and Blackwall, but in die general 
chaos of that moment they were the wrong ships; and 
vessels laden with badly needed naval stores were sent to the 
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bottom ill preference to the empty tonnage that lay along- 
side. But none of the public miscarriages, real and imagin- 
ary, of which men spoke in those terrible days, weighed 
more heavily on Pepys* mind than did tliat private one. the 
news of which reached him on June 19th when liis wife 
returned to London. For she, it seemed, with his foolish 
father, had buried his gold in the garden at Brampton, not 
at night but in full daylight, during church time on Sunday 
morning when any passer-by might have seen. It put 
Pepys into such trouble that he would neitlicr sup with nor 
speak to his wife all night. 

He had other tilings to worry him. On the day Elizabeth 
returned he was called before the Coimcil Board with all his 
Medway papers to bear wimess during the examination of 
Commissioner Pett, who, having been ordered to draw the 
great ships up the river to safety, had employed himself on 
tlie fatal day in using what boats there were to remove his 
private models from the doomed vessels. Pepys, though 
conscious of liis own innocence, was so doubtful as to what 
might happen that he gave Tom Hayter liis keys and instruc- 
tions for disposing the rest of his money before he left for 
Whitehall. The whole Council was present and, in his 
anxiety to ensure that the victim should be Pett and not 
himself, he was more harsh than was decent (as he confided 
to his aU-judging journal) to his fellow officer. For which, he 
added, “God forgive me’*. When he came out, the crowd 
outside the court gazed curiously at him, so tliat he was 
forced to smile lest it should be supposed that he. not Pett, 
was the prisoner. And next day it was rumoured about the 
town that he was in the Tower. For once in his life Pepys 
was glad if he met nobody * ; when he and Coventry en- 
countered each other at St James*s nearly a fortnight after the 
calamity they scarcely dared look each other in the face. 

* “I met with none I knew, nor did desire it.” D. June 25th, 1667 
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Not that many thought that Pepys was really to blame. 
For tliough all the world cried out on die Navy Office for 
a pack of knaves and fools, the general consensus of opinion 
was that the Clerk of the Acts was a decent, mdustrious Uttle 
fellow who knew his job and had done liis best. When he 
told Sir Thomas Harvey, the latest of his colleagues (and one 
who had purchased his place), diat for his part he would not 
mind being turned out so long as the nation escaped ruin. 
Sir Thomas answered: “That is a good one, in f^th! For 
you know yourself to be secure in being necessary to the 
Office”. 

Meanwliilc the war continued to its ignominious end. 
Dc Ruyter, bearing off the Rvyal Charles from tlic Medway 
as trophy, declined to venture higher up the Thames and 
contented himself in riding widi a hundred sail across the 
mouth of the river — “as dread a spectacle as ever Enghsh- 
man saw”, wrote Evelyn, “and a dishonour never to be 
wiped out”. While he remained there all trade was at a 
standstill; coals sold at £5 lOf. per chaldron and die poor 
grew daily more restive. Varying rumours, true and false, 
reached the Navy Office: how the Dutch had landed at 
Hai'wicb, how they were now at Yarmouth, how tliey had 
been seen off Dover, how they were in great squadrons 
everywhere — at Portsmoudi, at Plymoudi, at Dartmoudi — 
till old Batten cried with a great oath : “By God I tliink the 
* Devil shits Dutchmen”. But it all came to an end, for after a 
last unsuccessful attempt on Harman’s part to avenge him- 
self on Dc Ruyter by a firesliip attack, ill-timed and 
timorously executed, die war closed in August with the 
Peace of Breda. And though die actual treaty was not un- 
profitable for England — it brought her New Amsterdam, 
now rechristened New York — recent events had made it 
inglorious enough, and die last word was with Pepys, who 
in his private journal epitomised the aSair for himself and 
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posterity: “thus in all things, in wisdom, courage, force, 
knowledge of our own streams, and success, the Dutch have 
the best of us, and do end the war with victory on their 
side”. The Clerk of the Acts had served his apprcnticesliip 
in war. Like young Arthur Wellesley a hundred and thirty 
years later, he had at least learnt what not to do. 

For the moment tlie mellow harvest of experience and 
knowledge had still to mature, and that August, while the 
last formahties of the peace treaty were being completed, 
Pepys, as a Principal Officer of a Navy that no longer kept 
die seas, had little to do except to play. Fearful as he was of 
the future, when an angry Parhament must meet to demand 
vengeance, he made the best of his chances and of the last 
fleeting weeks of summer. Coaxed by Pemi on August ist 
to the dieatre for the first time since the Medway incident, 
he saw over thirty plays in diree months, once in a single 
week visiting the playhouse six times. He bought fruit for 
Knepp and Mrs Pierce when he sat beside them at the 
King’s House, nearly died with laughter over 5ir Martin 
Marr-aJI, which he saw over and over again, and much 
approved a piece wliich ended with a dance of ladies in a 
mihtary manner. Out of doors he pursued the innocent 
pleasures of the season with equal zest, taking his wire and 
Jane by boat to the Half Way House in the cool of the 
evening to see how beautiful England could be even in 
defeat (catcliing thereby a glimpse of a lovely face seen for 
a moment in the little lane that ran from Rcdriffe into the 
fields) or rowing with diem to Lambedi and Bam Elms, 
**vcry fine and pleasant, only”, he added with an unusual 
twinge of distaste for that woman’s company, “could not 
sing ordinary songs widi the freedom that otherwise I 
would”. 

Of all the expeditions he made in that aftermadi of battle, 
one survives for ever — a part of England’s common legacy 
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of pleasure. It was on a July Sunday that he and his wife — 
she was late dressing herself, which vexed him — taking 
pretty Miss Turner and Will Hewer, to say nothing of a 
good store of wine, beer and cold fowl, set out at five in the 
morning in a coach for Epsom. It was a fine day and they 
had much pleasant discourse on the way, particularly of die 
pride and ignorance of Sir William Penn’s family. At Epsom 
they drank the waters (with capital results), attended church 
and dined merrily, sleeping awhile in the midday heat when 
they had done. “And so”, continues Pepys, “the women 
and W. Hewer and I walked upon the Downes, where a 
flock of sheep was; and the most pleasant and innocent sight 
that ever I saw in my life. We found a shepherd and his litde 
boy reading, far from any houses or sight of people, the 
Bible to him ; so I made the boy read to me, which he did, 
with the forced tone that children do usually read, that was 
mighty pretty, and then I did give him something, and went 
to the father, and talked with him and I find he had been a 
servant in my cousin Pepys’ house, and told me what was 
become of their old servants. He did content himself 
mightily in my liking his boy’s reading, and did bless God 
for him, the most like one of the old patriarchs that ever I 
saw in my life, and it brought those thoughts of the old age 
of the world in my mind for two or three days after. We 
took notice of his woollen knit stockings of two colours 
mixed, and of his shoes shod with iron, both at die 
toe and heels, and with great nails in the soles of his feet, 
which was mighty pretty: and, raking notice of dicm, 
*Why*, says the poor man, ‘the downes, you sec, arc full of 
stones, and wc arc fain to shoe ourselves thus; and these’, 
says he, ‘will make the stones fly till they ring before me*. I 
did give the poor man something, for which he was mighty 
thankful, and I tried to cast stones with his horn crook. He 
values his dog mightily, that would turn a sheep any way 
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which he would have him, when he goes to fold them : told 
me there was about eighteen score sheep in his flock, and 
that he hath four shillings a week the year round for keeping 
of them ■ so wc parted thence with mighty pleasure in the 
discourse we had with this poor man, and Mrs Turner, in 
the common fields here, did gather one of the prettiest nose- 
gays that ever I saw in my life. So to our coach, and through 
Mr Minnes’s wood, and looked upon Mr Evelyn’s house; 
and so over the common, and through Epsom towne to our 
inn, in the way stopping a poor woman witli her milk pail, 
and in one of my gilt tumblers did drink our bcllyfulls ot 
milk, better than any cream, and so to our inn, and there had 
a disli of cream, but it was sour, and so had no pleasure in it; 
and so paid our reckoning, and took coach, it being about 
seven at night, and passed and saw the people walking with 
their wives and children to take the air, and wc set out for 
home . . . talking and pleasing our selves with the pleasure 
of this day’s work.” So, little guessing how many thousands 
unborn would ride in fancy that same way beside them, 
they came to London to^^^l, resolved to keep a coach and 
often take their pastime this way. 

Li this season even church-going was made to serve for 
delight (all the sweeter for the turmoil of the past and the 
fear of what was to come), for these were months of 
pleasure. So on an August Sabbath, Pepys turned into St 
Dunstan’s, and there standing by a pretty, modest maid 
laboured to take her by the hand and body ; diis she would 
not allow, but edged away from him. Undeterred, he fol- 
lowed until she took pins out of her pocket to defend her- 
self— “which seeing I did forbear, and was glad I did spy her 
design”. But the diversity of creatures with which God’s 
world is peopled afforded in a pew close by another pretty 
maid, not, it seems, so modest, who returned the glances of 
the friendly stranger and permitted him awhile to hold her 
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hand. And so, he tells us, “the sermon ended, and church 
broke up and my amours ended also’*. 

Scarcely! For love, if such it may be called, continued to 
play its part in his life. While the thunder of the Medway 
guns was still in his ears and he feared an attack on the Navy 
Office, Pepys could not refrain from secretly playing the fool 
with his maid Nell or toying with Mrs Daniel beneath 
her petticoats. And that September he engaged in what was 
almost an orgy of amatory adventure. Even a nasty shock 
administered by that dangerous Mrs Martin, who so incon- 
siderately (and in her husband’s absence at sea too) informed 
him diat she was with child*, had not lessened his zest for 
this kind of pleasure. Betty herself, Doll Lane, Mrs MichcU, 
and the maid at the “Swan” (who cried out in alarm at 
his rough wooing) were all alike his quarry. Rejoicing 
greatly, and scarcely now pausing to regret, he pursued 
them. 

Poor Mrs Pepys was not pursued, though Samuel some- 
times pretended that she was : he was disturbed, for instance, 
by certain unsettling reports of the morab of a young 
Guardsman named Coleman, who had accompanied her in 
the coach from Brampton — “a very rogue for women as 
any in the world”, he heard he was. One day in August 
Elizabeth came to him and in a most pointed and disagree- 
able way informed liim that she was in a certain periodic 
sutc of health, and bade him remember it. “I asked her why, 
and she said she had a reason. X do think by something too 
she said to-day that she took notice that 1 had not lain with 
her this half year, that she thinks that I have some doubt that 
she might be with child by somebody else, which God 
knows never entered into my head. , . . But I do not do 

* Wlien three days later he heard that all was well, he wm as glad of 
his escape as he was of the successful issue of the peace negotiations with 
HoUano. D. July 6ch, 1667. 
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well”, he added with sudden wisdom, ‘‘to let these begin- 
nings of discontent take so much root between us.” Only a 
few weeks before, finding her in a dogged humour, he had 
given lier a pull by the nose and some ill words so that she 
had followed him to the Office in a devilish manner and only 
witli great difficulty had he been able to coax her home 
again ‘‘to prevent shame”. 

Witli the coming, in September, of a new companion, 
Deborah Willet, a fresh domestic era set in. Pepys had at 
first been averse to his wife having another lady’s maid, but 
had been much consoled when told that the prospective 
candidate was pleasant to look upon. As soon as she came he 
was conquered. For Deb was a charming little girl. Just out 
of a school at Bow, she was already mistress of a sweet, 
solemn deportment, die more winning because she was so 
young and tiny — as grave a litde thing as ever he saw in his 
life, he thought. She made a great change in his habits : he 
was always at home now, walking in the garden with his 
lady and her litde attendant, as befitted a lund and serious 
husband, diough Elizabeth herself formed her own impres- 
sions as to the reason for this unwonted behaviour — so much 


so that Samuel began to fear that the newcomer would not 
be suffered to remain. But she stayed, for the Uttlc creature 
won both their hearts, and when her aunt — quite a fine lady, 
extraordinarily well carriaged with a most imposing store of 
conversation about the Court and fashions — came to call at 


the year’s end, she found Deb firmly estabUshed in the 
household at Seething Lane. Indeed, the good woman took 
great pleasure to see how her niece’s breasts had grown since 
her coming — “which”, as Pepys said, “was a pretty kind of 
content she gave herself”. He himself felt a strange content, 
too, as he surveyed his wife’s demure attendant — gave her 
her first kiss, which she took with so pretty a humour as 
made him love her mightily, got her to comb his hair 
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nightly by the fireside (he liked, he said, to have her fiddling 
about him), and when his wife, as sometimes happened, was 
unaccountably angry with her, gave her good advice and 
dried her tears. And as, in the manner of that day, she helped 
to undress him, he made certain advances to her which she 
repelled so gently and modesdy that he could scarcely bring 
himself to attempt more. 

These were his pleasures, but when Parliament reassembled 
in October, the old round of work and trouble began 
again. The event was preceded by a feverish outburst 
of economy and accompanied by changes at the Office. 
Pepys himself, always alive to the spirit of the moment, was 
quick to draw in his horns : as early as July he had gracefully 
anticipated necessity by resigning his VictuaUing employ- 
ment and salary; he was just in time, for on the very next 
day he heard that a letter was being prepared for abolishing 
all war offices. Economy was the watchword of the hour: 
ominous orders appeared at the Navy Office to provide 
details of all increases in official salaries during the past 
quarter-century, and Coventry propounded a plan for 
reducing the annual charge of the Navy to ^200,cx>0. He 
also suggested that Pepys should lend some of the profits 
made out of the private man-of-war, which tlie King had 
loaned him, back to the Crown on the security of the “new 
Act*’ — an outcome of the economy campaign which the 
Clerk of the Acts did not at all appreciate. Yet, tliough he 
tried to pass off this unwelcome proposition by a “merry 
answer”, Coventry remained persistent, and he was forced 
to comply.* 

On October loth Parliament met, in a slightly better 
temper than would otherwise have been the case, owing to 

* After consultii^ the list of* subscribers to sec how much others had 
advanced, he lent since no smaller sum, he decided, would consort 

with his ^grnty. 
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the King’s timely dismissal of the hated Lord Chancellor. 
But it was still palpable enough that, as Pepys mournfully 
put it, bloody work was like to be, and soon every govern- 
ment official was industriously employed in preparing his 
own defence by blaming his colleagues: indeed, so much 
activity among the employees of the State had not been 
known for years. To this rule of universal treachery Pepys 
proved an exception. For one tiling, for all his fears, he was 
confident of his own innocence and knew that his reputa- 
tion stood far higher than that of any of his colleagues ; for 
another his pride was touched by these outside attacks on the 
abuses of his OflBce. With admirable courage and industry, 
he set himself to prepare a defence, not of himself alone but 
of the whole Office. For nothing would rid liim of the 
conviction that it was an injustice to charge a department 
with non-performance of duties, the wherewithal to per- 
form 'which had never been supplied. 

For this reason Pepys took especial pains to defend the 
Navy Office against the accusation that certain of its mem- 
bers — Brouncker in particular — had discharged seamen at 
Chatham by ticket. These negotiable bills, issued in lieu of 
wages and payable at a future time, had long been a source 
of grave discontent: poor seamen, without cash to buy the 
necessities of life, were sometimes compelled — so bad was 
the government’s credit — to sell their tickets to innkeepers 
and tradesmen for little more than half their value. Purists, 
among whom the politicians were numbered, were bitterly 
opposed to this practice ; it was, they argued, both an insult 
to the State’s credit and an injustice to the seamen. But, as 
the practical defenders of the system pointed out, so long as 
there was not enough cash for die adrninistration’s needs, the 
sailors must either be paid by negotiable paper bills or 
starve. And, as Pepys in his unanswerable defence insisted, 
to blame naval officials for taking the only measures open 
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to them at all was a cruel injustice. He himself had taken a 
strenuous part in trying to right the abuses of the ticket 
system : indeed, earher in the year he had incurred some 
odium by procuring, in the face of considerable opposition, 
the dismissal of James Carcassc, one of the Clerks of the 
Ticket Office, who had been guilty of corruption. It was 
among his many trials at this time that this malicious and 
cunning fellow should appear as his accuser before the 
Parliamentary Committee of Miscarriages. 

Yet if Pepys’ innocence was not sufficient to save him 
from the enquiring politicians, his wonderful industiy', 
method and power of reasoned presentation were able in the 
end to save not only himself but his colleagues. All day long, 
till his eyes were ready to fall out of liis head, he sat with liis 
clerks preparing notes, citing orders, collecting precedents, 
vexed to the heart that so honest a business should bring him 
so much trouble and determined to spare no pains to refute 
these unjust charges. He was often afraid, almost always 
uneasy, and altogether lacking that high-hearted joy in 
battle against odds which is tne glory of a Montrose, a 
Cromwell, a Lincohi ; it was not in Pepys’ nature to embrace 
martyrdom as a lover. “Were 1 but well possessed of what 1 
should have in the world”, he wrote, “I think I could 
w illin gly retreat and trouble myself no more with it. I do 
see my weakness”, he added with just introspection, 
am not a man able to go through trouble as other 
men are, but that 1 should be a miserable man if I should 
meet with adversity, which God keep me from.” Yet, just 
as he had faced the pestilence from which others had fled, 
so now he confronted an angry Parhament — sadly, witli 
fear and yet with unshakable courage and constancy. 
Danger might damp his zest for life, but it revealed the rock 
of manhood that, fenman that he was, was the central 
bastion of his being. 


plainly 
*‘that I 
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Three times that October and November did he face the 
accusers of his Office in Parliament, standing bareheaded 
before Committees of the House and with outward calm 
and courage defending himself and his companions. And 
each time, tliough the night before his head and heart were 
full of thoughts and he slept but little, he acquitted himself 
nobly, winning praises even from tliose furious scapegoat- 
hunters the politicians: he was so clear in his arguments, so 
plainly master of his subject, so engagingly frank. Knowing 
exactly what he wished to refute or prove and refusing to 
be drawn into perilous by-paths, he was more tlian a match 
for his divided and somewhat confused examiners. “But 
Lord!” he wrote with contemptuous discernment, “what 
a tumultous thing this Committee is, for all the reputation 
tlicy have of a great Council, . . , there being as impertinent 
questions and as disorderly proposed as any man could 
make.” 

In these encounters, whether in refuting the accusations 
about tickets or removing the blame for the Medway 
disaster from the door of the Navy Office, Pepys was 
manfully aided by his cousin Roger of Impington, who 
warned him from day to day of the suspicions and inten- 
tions of his fellow members. From his own colleagues 
Pepys received but little help, though he defended them 
wholeheartedly — even giving poor, frightened Pett advice 
to enable him to protect himself from his unjust accusers. 
But he received his reward, for when on December 19th the 
House adjourned till February, Pepys was left not merely 
in place but with his position more assured and his reputa- 
tion higher tlian it had ever been before. Even the able but 
self-opinionated young Sir Robert Brooke, chairman of the 
accusing Committee, had been conquered by the good 
temper, clear, categorical reasoning and frank answers* of 
* One of Pepys’ categorical answers to Sir Robert Brooke is worth 



CHANGES AT THE OFFICE 


Aet. 34| 


349 


the Clerk of the Acts: he would make him, he said, “the 
darling of the House”. And rough old Colonel Birch, the 
erstwhile Roundhead, declared to his face that he knew him 
to be a man of the old way for taking pains. 

Among liis colleagues there were many changes. Carteret 
had resigned his thankless task at the Navy Treasury as far 
back as June, being succeeded by Lord Anglesey, an old 
Parliamentarian; and Coventry, who had led the hounds 
against Clarendon and was aiming for great place, had 
already laid down liis secretaryship to the Duke of York : for 
one dazzling moment Pepys had toyed with the rumour 
which was whispered about the town that he should step into 
his shoes. But he had kept his head with die reflection that 
he was now in “ the best place that ever man was in to please 
his own mind”, and that he could never bear die separation 
&om liis wife which personal attendance on the Duke would 
entail. Yet had he accepted, it is curious to reflect, the whole 
future history of his country had perhaps been changed, for 
with his shrewd, steadying guidance the tragedy of James 
of York and England might never have been enacted. 

Other changes there were too at die Office. That which 
Pepys most ardently desired, the departure of the doting 
Comptroller, Sir John Mennes, did not occur, for the old 
gendeman, after giving every appearance of dying in July, 
recovered and, moreover, succeeded in defeating die various 
assaults wliich his colleague behind the scenes prepared to 
drive liim from his post. But in October Batten passed from 
the mortal scene after a short and sudden illness, Pepys a 
litdc repenting his long warfare widi liim now that he was 


Citation. Brooke’s question was whether Pepys believed that the want of 
nioney had been so great as to necessitate the discliargc of men bv ticket. 
“If by want of money your intentions be its not being supplied to this 
Office,” was the answer, “I do not only believe but know it. Pepys to 
Sir R. Brooke, Dec. loth, 1667. Tanner, I'uniter Conespondetue, 1K4-5. 
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really gone, “partly out of kindness, he being a good neigh- 
bour, and partly because of the money he owes me upon our 
bargain of the late prize”. The latter, the old business of the 
private man-of-war, gave him much trouble before it was 
over and many a long, painhil interview with his old foe’s 
widow and executrix, but in the end this also, like most of 
his birds, came home to roost. 

For in that penniless and enquiring dmc Pepys still con- 
trived to prosper. October, which saw him feverishly dig- 
ging up his buried gold in the garden at Brampton by the 
light of a dark lantern — his wife and father had forgotten 
where they had laid it, and some of die bags had rotted, 
scattering dieir precious contents in the damp eardi — 
brought a seasonable windfall of ^200 from his Tangier 
partner Yeabsly. Better still, Warren, from whom he had 
long been divided, chose that November to return to his 
old allegiance, bringing him a present (for past services, he 
explained) of fifty pieces of gold, which he accepted with 
many protestations of integrity. The gift was more pleasing 
in that it showed that the City Fathers regarded him as a 
man to be reckoned with, whatever the hotheads in Parlia- 
ment might charge against his Office. 

Pepys had his financial troubles, of course : even he found 
it difficult that ivinter to get possession of his salary. In 
December he was petitioning for arrears amounting to 
£j$oo\ in February he was adding a whole book of travel- 
ling expenses incurred in various kinds of attendance on the 
King and Duke of York, the Lord Treasurer, the Commis- 
sioners of the Exchequer, the Duke of Albemarle, die Lords 
of the Council, Parliamentary Committees — he was careful 
to omit nothing — ^”a continual expense of coach-hire and 
boat-hire, . . . arising frequendy to 6/8 and sometimes more 
in a day”. As has been well and often said, Pepys was the 
father of our Civil Service. 
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Act. 34“5l COMMITTEE OF MISCARFIAGES 

In Other ways too— for if in certain little matters he was 
somewhat costly, he did his duty, knew his work, stood by 
his colleagues and Office in time of trouble and never spared 
himself when he believed his country had need of his 
labours; this also has become part of the tradition of the 
permanent secretariat of England, February, which wit- 
nessed the reassembly of Parliament, was a month of dread- 
ful Committees. Commissioners of Accounts, demanding 
figures, angry and inquisitive members prying into the 
innermost intimacies of the Prize Scandal of 1665, a Com- 
mittee of Miscarriages which ranged happily and destruc- 
tively over the whole field of suspected abuses — payment by 
ticket, private trading by state officials, bribes, privateers — 
all demanded Pepys’ daily attendance. On him icU the bur- 
den of rebutting ail charges. And as one watches that heroic 
hght, unsparing labour day and night, cool, courageous 
bearing, none the less noble because in his inner soul he was 
often afraid, one forgets the petty corruptions, the bullying 
days at home, the sly salacities of ffic secret hour in coach and 
tavcni, and remembers only the great heart that dared to 
wage it and the cool head that triumphed over die enemies 
of his Office. Grumble he sometimes did, writing to the 
Duke of York of the troublesome life he was forced to lead, 
dancing attendance on one Committee after anodicr ; retire- 
ment to country peace and quiet — “a good book, and a good 
fiddle and I have a good wife’* — he often contemplated, 
tired he was always, “for I am wear)'”, he said, of diis 
life”. But he stood f^t. 

On February 28th the angry Commons decided that the 
Principal Officers of the Navy should be ordered to answer 
for the crimes of which they were accused at the Bar of die 
House on the following Thursday. Pepys at die thought of 
that terrible ordeal wimed himself a great way off — who 
am least able to bear these troubles, though I have the least 
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cause to be concerned in it”. Then for five days he betook 
hinisclf to the work of preparing the defence of the OfiBce, 
for his colleagues were too busy excusing themselves to 
think of anything else. At ten o*clock on the eve of the 
dreaded day he went home, weary and dull and sick, feeling 
tliat he could do no more, and lay dovm on his bed. But 
sleep came but fitfully and after three hours he waked, 
“never in so much trouble in all my life of mind, thinking 
of the task I have upon me, . . . and what the issue of it 
may be”. 

So he lay tossing restlessly till five in the morning, when 
he called to Eli2abeth to comfort liim, which she at last 
succeeded in doing, making him resolve to resign his post 
and endure the trouble of it no more. Then at tlic Office 
with his clerks he huddled over a few more notes, took boat 
with the faitlifiil Hayter and Hewer to Westminster and 
joined his waiting colleagues. As the sununons had not yet 
come he drank half a pint of mulled sack at the “Dog” and 
added a dram of brandy bought from Mrs Howlett’s stall in 
Westminster Hall. A little before midday they were called 
into the lobby. The House was full and alight witli expecta- 
tion. 

There, when the Speaker had read the Report of the Com- 
mittee, with liis fellow officers standing taut and anxious 
about him and the Mace lying on the table before, Samuel 
Pepys began the defence of the Navy Office. And, as he 
stood there, a miracle happened: all doubts and fears fell 
from him and he spoke with a wonderful case and certainty, 
“most acceptably and smoothly and continued at it without 
any hesitation or loss but with full scope and all my reason 
free about me, as if it had been at my own table, from that 
time till past tliree in the afternoon, and so ended without 
any interruption from the Speaker”. Then they withdrew. 

As they came out of the chamber, his colleagues whom he 
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had saved and all chose within hearing crowded around him, 
crying up his speech as the finest ever heard. It almost looked 
as if a vote acquitting the Principal Officers would be taken 
then and there, but Pepys had spoken so long that there was 
something of a stampede of members to their dinner, and the 
few who returned later were so drunk that such professed 
enemies of the Office as Sir Thomas Litdeton were able to 
prevent the House from dividing. But nothing could rob 
Pepys of a wonderful triumph. When next morning he 
called on Sir William Coventry, the first word that that 
statesman said to him was “Good morrow, Mr Pepys, chat 
must be speaker of the Parhament-house“, adding that the 
Solicitor-General had declared chat he was the best speaker 
in England and that men were saying chat he had but to put 
on a gown and plead at the Chancery bar and he could not 
fail to cam less than £,^000 a year. When he went abroad, 
which he did a good deal that day, everyone hurried up to 
congratulate him: one member of Parliament swore that he 
would go twenty miles to hear such a speech again, another 
that the whole kingdom would ring with his abilities, and a 
thir d, his cousin George Montagu, outsoaring them all, 
embraced him, declaring chat he had often before kissed his 
hands but now he would kiss his lips, for they were those of 
another Cicero. Even the King came up to him in the Park 
and congratulated him, and told his friends chat he thought 
he might teach the Solicitor-General. Everywhere, at the 
Court, in the House, on 'Change, men spoke of his great 
performance. No wonder that the delighted but prudent 
little man noted in bis journal his resolution “not to make 
any more speeches while my €une is good — for fear of 
losing of it". 


S.P. — M 



Chapter XVH 
The Heel of Achilles 


“A strange slavery that I stand in to beauty, that I value nothing near 
if/’ Diary, Sept. 6th, 1664. 

For nine weeks after the great speech Parliament continued 
to sit, and Pepys and his fellow officers were subjected to the 
inconvenience of those eternally changing humours which 
in all ages have been the attribute of the politician in as- 
sembly. He hung about a good deal in the lobbies, danced 
attendance on various committees, took careful steps to 
conceal the traces of such bribes as he had received and made 
a clean breast, gaining some further reputation by his careful 
account of what had happened, of his share in the Prize 
Scandal of 1665. And when Penn w’as impeached, he, who 
had hated him so much in the day of his prosperity, stood by 
him and consoled him as best he could, sitting with him of 
an evening when the day’s work was done. His success had 
made him at once more con£dent of himself and gentler. 
The former quality was seen one April afternoon as he cook 
water from the Privy Stairs at Whitehall to Westminster 
when, the King calling down to ask him where he was 
going, he bolcUy answered: "To wait on our masters at 
Westminster”, at which there was much laughter. After- 
wards he was a little frightened of his temerity, for fear that 
any member of the House was within hearing. But the 
cloud of politicians passed in early May when the King 
adjourned the Houses, hoping that "their recess would put 
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them into a way of accommodation'*. It was a pleasant 
thought. Thereafter there was peace. 

Indeed, a strange calm now fell upon the Navy Office; 
reflected, too, in Pepys* atdeude towards his colleagues. 
Once more, after long and bitter absence, he visited Lord 
Brouncker’s house and sat there, asking many questions in 
mathematics which the other did him the pleasure of 
answering as they drank together. And with Penn his 
relations ^came almost affectionate : he shared a coach with 
him and his family to take the fresh Stepney air and spent 
long hours at his bouse when his gout kept him indoors : it 
was quite like old ames. The only thing Pepys would not do 
was to eat his neighbour’s victuals — because of their sluttery, 
he explained ; but he was not in the least averse from petting 
his daughter, Mrs Lowther, as he obUgmgly pulled ofl* her 
wet shoes for her. And, as though to siguahsc the good 
humour of that peaceful May, which even the treachery of 
the weather could not tarnish, he cheerfully lent Lady 
Sandwich >(^100, although he admitted that he never 


cx|>cctcd to see it agam.* 

In such a mood Pepys turned to his philosophy of pleasure 
— “the height of what we take pains for and can hope for in 
this world he had written, “and therefore to be enjoyed 
while we are young and capable of these joys'*. It was in 
keeping with his habit of making all that hfc offered serve 
hb turn, that he now found, in the very misfortune which 
was threatening to end his career, the excuse for devoting 
more time to me joys of existence. For some time his eyes 
had been causing him grave anxiety : as far back as the pre- 
vious autumn he had been driven to consult Turlington, the 
spectoclc-makcr. With the work of defending the Office, the 
trouble had been intensified; every week they grew more 


* A few months before he had been most reluctant to advance Lord 
Hmehingbrooke a similar sum. 
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tired. The entries in his beloved journal grew shorter, ^d 
reading for pleasure he had for a time to abandon ^together. 
Deprived of books, he had found compensation by ret^i- 
ing to bis old passion for music. It proved joy enough. One 
day, listening to the wind music in Massinger and Dekker s 
Virgin Martyr^ all the sensitive love for ordered soimd which 
was part of his diverse being was transcended: “it is so^eet 
that it ravished me/’ he wrote, “and indeed, in a word, did 
wrap up my soul so that it made me really sick, just m 1 ^ve 
formerly been when in love with my wife ; that neither men, 
nor all the evening going home and at home I was able to 
think of anything but remained all night transported, so as 1 
could not believe that ever any music hath that re^ com- 
mand over the soul of a man as this did upon me ; and 
me resolve to practise wind music and to make my wife do 
the like”. So entranced was he that he fell to inventing a new 
theory of music — one better and simpler, he thought, than 
any which had yet prevailed in the world ; it seemed almost 
within his reach as he sat with his musical friends about him 
listening to that masterly performer Mr Banister playing for 
his delight first on the theorbo and then on his flageolet. 

So now, in the early summer days of 1 668, he made Im 
weary eyes an excuse mr recreation. Fourteen times in Apm 
and sixteen times in May did he visit the playhouse prick- 
ing down the Echo song in The Tempest which gave him 
such delight, seeing “Nell in her boys clothes mighty 
pretty” and stepping up to Hams the actors dressing- 
room at the Duke s House when the play Love in a Tub was 
done. Inevitably the theatre led to Knepp, and this, since 
Elizabe^ was taking a holiday at Brampton with her maids 
Deb and Jane Birch, was not attended by inconvenience^ 
He drove with the fascinating creature in a hackney coach 
through the Park, after the play was done, kissing her a little 
tentatively, half because he was not certain how she would 
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take it and half because she was so covered with paint that 
his puritan soul revolted at it ; he sang with her at the Grotto 
in rural Kensington ; took her to the Tower to see the lions 
and regaled her on lobster and wine at the “Cock”. Before 
long he grew bolder : in a dark coach at night ventured an 
advance, the lady opposing but Uttle; her skin, he noted, 
was very soft. Two nights later in an arbour at Vauxhall 
he explored still further. Yet he who had biavcd the 
assembled Commons of England was still afraid to venture 
all with a wanton actress, and an overbold hand as she slept 
(or pretended to sleep) on a pallet in the dark at Mrs Pierce s, 
an immodest oficr not pressed too far in a coach returning 
from Marylebone Garden and a kiss which, hndmg her from 
home, he gave her pretty maid was all the injury he ever did 
to Mrs iGiepp. Reading those strange polyglot passages 
which record the excited hopes, fears and pleasures of these 
encounters, one is left with the feeling that the lady was a 
little disappointed. Yet this extraordinary man, after an 
afternoon partly spent in chasing a pretty woman with a 
wanton look from Duck Lane to Newgate Market, could 
note with genuine horror how rudely the young gallants 
accosted the ladies at Spring Garden: it troubled him, he 
declared, to sec the confidence of the vice of the age. 

It is pleasanter to record the genuine kindness with which 
a tnan^ so frail and enslaved to a corporeal weakness, could 
behave towards those who were bound to him by ties of 
blood and social obhgadon. When the hated Anthony 
Joyce, overcome by his losses in the Fire and the drudgery 
ox his new life as an innkeeper, died after an attempt to 
drown Pepys behave with the utmost tenderness 

and dehcacy towards his unhappy cousin Kate : comforted, 
counselled and befriended her and, anticipating a verdict of 
felo de St by which, according to ancient law, the dead man s 
property would be forfeit to the Crown, burned to the King 
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and obtained his promise that die deceased*s estate should be 
granted to his widow and children. In much the same way 
he did his duty by Pall. Two winters past, Ensum, the rustic 
lover whom he had bought for her, with the promise of a 
dowry of ^$00, had died. With admirable perseverance 
Samuel had ever since tried to find her a substitute — ^no very 
easy task, for his sister, he observed, was growing old and 
ugly. Hewer, to whom he first broached the su^ect, had 
refused the flattering invitation with “mighty acknowledge- 
ments’*, but after several essays Samuel landed another 
Huntingdonshire neighbour for poor Pall, one John Jackson, 
a kinsman of her deceased lover. And now in May he went 
down to Brampton for a week-end to visit his father and 
survey the newly married couple. It was a pleasing prospect ; 
for his sister, now so happily set up by tne dowry he had 
given her, had grown fat and almost comely (though 
mighty pert and proud, he thought), and Jackson was all 
that he could desire — a fond husband and a substantial man, 
nephew to rich Mr PhiUips and about to set up at Ellington 
as a grazier on his own accoimt. 

The expedition whetted Pepys* long-starved appetite for 
travel: he would take a holiday, ride abroad and see the 
world. On June 3rd he begged a week’s absence from the 
Duke of York (gladly granted him with a highly flattering 
royal comment on his mligcnce in the Ring's business), and 
two days later with Will Hewer, Mr Murford and his 
cousin Betty Turner, who also took a sparrow, to accom- 
pany him, he set out for Brampton to pick up his wife and 
Deb. Then on Monday, June 8th, i<^8, with his fiunily 
about him, Pepys set out to travel across ^gland. 

Having left his journal at home, Pepys’ record of that 
pilgrimage is a lime scanty. Sometimes we have no other 
entry but of the petty cash he expended — the as. bounty for 
the roadmenders by the wayside, the 195. 6 d. reckoning for 
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supper at Newport Pagnell, or, maybe, Buckingham* (the 
narrative of his days, usually so meticulous, here in this 
holiday mood grows a little hazy), the 6d. expended on the 
poor. But palpably it was all intensely enjoyable. Oxford 
he voted a very sweet place — the schoob and hbrary, the 
strawherries, Cnichele’s picture at All Souls’, the buttery at 
Brasenose, the phvsic garden, the sack, Friar Bacon’s study — 
a “miphty fine place; and well seated, and cheap entertain- 
ment* . Then he hurried his party on to Abingdon for the 
night, meeting by Bagley Woods many scholars going home 
from Custard Fair in the quietude of a June evening. And 
after supper with his company— one can see the grave 
solemnity of litde Deb dancing before him — he called for 
the town music, sang and danced. 

Then with their landlord to guide them they went over 
the lonely downs towards Hungerford, noting the good 
trout, eels and crayfish which graced that watery town. And 
so all day, travelling south across the high chalk lands on to 
the Plain, gmded by that divine steeple which rises before 
the traveller between the rounded breasts of the lulls. To- 
wards night they found themselves among the ramparts of 
ancient fortifications — so prodigious as to frighten Pepys, 
who, ever enquiring, wandered alone among them in the 
dusk. But when he came to the “George** inn at Salisbury, 
he found good diet and a silk bed to lie in. 

Something lyrical informs the laconic entries of the next 
day, a Thursday, or perhaps it is but the mood of the inter- 
preter whose heart still thHlU to the echo of that beloved 


* There is plainly some miscake in his entry for June 8ch, 1668. He 

sorted tn die morning from Brampton, drank to the tune of a shilling at 
Bedford and fhrm, according to his own account, went on to Bucking- 
ham and slept at Newport Pagnell. As he was travelling to Oxford, this 
is obviously wrong: no man traveb fiom Buckingham to Oxford by 
Newport Pagnell. 
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land of chalk hill and stream, sweetest paradise of old Eng- 
land, Wiltshire. While the coach-horses rested, with the 
three women mounted behind Will Hewer, Murford and 
the guide, brave Mr Pepys riding single, the hohday party 
made its way to Stonehenge. A shepherd woman, kindly 
rewarded by 4^., went before, leading the horses. The great 
stones duly impressed: Pepys gazing up at them thought 
them as prodigious as any t^es he had ever heard of them 
and “worth going this journey to see: God knows what 
their use was! they arc hard to tell, but yet may be told . 
Then by Lord Pembroke’s house at Wilton they returned to 
Salisbury, to rejoin the coach and pay the reckoning. 
“Which was so exorbitant, and particular in rate of my 
horses, and 7s. 6 d. for bread and beer that I was mad, and 
resolve to trouble the mistress about it, and get something 
for the poor, and come away in that humour — ^2 $s. 6 d., 
servants is. 6d., poor is., guide to the stones 2s., poor 
woman in the street is., ribbons 9^., washwoman is., 
sempstress for W. Hewer 3s., lent W. Hewer as.” It was 
expensive, yet it was worth it. And before they left die 
“t^-spired town”, Pepys wrote to London to excuse his 
not coming home ; he was resolved now to sec Bath and, it 
might be, BristoL 

“Thence about six o’clock, and with a guide went over 
the smooth plain indeed till night ; and then by a happy mis- 
take, and that looked like an adventure, we were carried out 
of our way to a town where we would lie, since we could 
not go as far as we would. And there with great difficulty 
came about ten at night to a litde inn, where we were £un to 
go into a room where a pedlar was in bed and made him 
rise” — how, as they woke him, the humble man must have 
blinked at these important, jovial travellers — “and there 
wife and I lay and in a truckle-bed Betty Turner and 
Willet.” Next day they passed into Somerset, Elizabeth and 
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Deb, who were both west-country bom, rgoicing mightily 
and Pepys commending the landscape, “as indeed it de- 
serves”. In the first village of the county through which 
they passed, he called two or three httle boys and listened 
with great pleasure to their strange speech : childlike himself, 
he made one of them kiss Deb and another say the Lord's 
Prayer — “hallowed be thy kingdom come”. At Norton 
St Philip, in a more solemn mood, he viewed the tomb of 
a Knight Templar, r«:alled the story of the Fair Maids of 
Foscott, and listened to the church bells, “and they mighty 
tuneable”. So before nightfall they came to Bath — the town 
of stone, and clean, and the streets narrow. 

At Bath Pepys, as befitted one so curious, bad a great 
experience : he had a bath. Nor did he do it by halves : for he 
stayed in the steaming water for two hours. Wrapped in 
a sheet and parboiled, he was carried back in a chair to his 
inn ; he felt, a little shocked, for all the crowded company 
there and the many fine ladies in the bath, at so singular and 
questionable a practice; “methinks it cannot be clean”, he 
wrote, “to go so many bodies together in the same water”. 
Then for an hour be lay at his ease and sweated, while the 
town music — 5f.* — played before him. 

But by eleven o'cIock this indefatigable tripper was once 
more on the road — to Bristol, a place which he had long 
wished to sec. He found it “another London” — the second 
greatest city of the kingdom — ^with so many houses that one 
could not sec the fieli, a fine cross like Cheapside and a 
handsome fellow who trimmed one for two shillings. Only 
what was curious was that the carts were without wheels or 
horses but were drawn on sledges by dogs, lest the rum- 
bling of the wheels, he was told, should disturb the Bristol 

* The sergeant of die bath got xor., and the man diat carried the party 
in chairs to the badi jr. 6d. Considering die value of money then, they 
did not do badly. D. June xith, 1668. 
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milW — that golden, velvet wine which lay in the vaults 
below. 

A special feature of the visit to Bristol was the hospitality 
of Deb’s uncle, a man so like one of the sober, wealthy 
London merchants that Pepys was entranced with him. 
He entertained the travellers to dinner, showed them the 
Custom House and quay — where they inspected a new ship 
a-building — and took them to the street where Deb was 
bom. “But Lord!“ wrote her happy employer, “the joy 
that was among the old people of the place to see Mrs 
Willet’s daughter: it seems her mother being a brave 
woman and mightily beloved.** And when one poor 
woman, hearing that Deb was come, ran up to them with 
tears in her eyes and speechless with joy, Pepys was so 
moved that he also wept: “I protest that 1 was not able to 
speak to her (which I would have done) to have diverted 
her tears’*. The visit ended with a fine entertainment from 
this noble merchant, of strawberries and venison pasty and 
abundance of brave wine and, above all, Bristol milk. And so 
by moonhght they returned to Bath. 

To London too. For the best of holidays must have an 
end, and, after seeing Avebury, Marlborough, Littlecote, 
Reading and Maidenhead, Pepys on June 17th. just twelve 
days after he set out, returned to his famihar haunts. He was 
in fine fettle after his hoUday. When Lord Anglesey, the 
new Navy Treasurer, had the temerity to hint that his 
holiday had been too prolonged, the Clerk of the Acts 
recorded that he did not care a turd. 

But Mrs Pepys also had been set up by her airing, and 
this had its inconveniences. Her prolonged freedom from 
domestic harness had mven her new ideas, and SamuePs last 
day of pilgrimage had been somewhat spoilt by sad reflec- 
tions on his wife*s impertinent mood, **got by this hberCy 
of being from me, which she is never to he trusted with, for 
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she is a fool”. Next day she was in a melancholy, fusty 
humour: it appeared that she had heard how in her absence 
at Brampton he had been carrying people — Knepp and 
Pierce, for instance — to plays and treats. That night she rose 
weeping and sobbing and, leaving Samuel, ostentatiously 
fled to Deb’s bed, and on the morrow it all came out in a 
passionate torrent of tears and words : how she had a request 
to make him, how she would go to France and live there out 
of trouble, how he loved pleasure and denied her any, and, 
as Sam cryptically put it, *‘a deal of do”. Growing wiser 
now, he said notning, but with very mild words and few 
suffered her humour to spend till she grew quiet and began 
to be friends again. And by Sunday the house was once more 
at peace, and he dined with his wife and Deb alone, “merry 
and in good humour, which is, when all is done, the greatest 
felicity of all”. 

One thing Samuel’s holiday did not do— effect any real 
Improvement in the state of his eyes. Three days after his 
return he was forced to confess that he could no longer work 
by candlelight and that he must take present advice or be 
blmd. Once more he sought out Dr Turbcrville, who dis- 
coursed learnedly about his eyes — ^which was certainly a 
comfort — gave him drops and prescribed pills and bleed- 
ing. But the trouble still continued and his heart grew sad 
and the entries in his journal shorter. One day that July he 
showed a fellow official his skill in drafting a pajjcr in short- 
hand and made him marvel at it: “God knows ’, he added, 
“ I have paid dear for it in my eyes 

RcUct came for a time through the agency of certain 
tubulous spectacles made of paper or soft leather, of wluch 
experiment had rcccndy been made by the Royal Soacty 
and which Pepys now tied to his eyes. He bought orifices 
for them at Drumblcby’s and set the women of his house- 
hold at work making them. And by their help he was once 
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again able to sit late at the Office and make the long, detailed 
entries of his doings in the Diary which he loved. 

It was well for the Navy that it was so. For after a year ot 
shaken and unhoping despondency, tlte powers-that-were 
plucked up spirit. Once more the word ‘ Reform was in 
the air. The first hint of it had come before Pepys left on his 
western tour, when he and Coventry had paced up and dovra 
the Matted Gallery at Whitehall one rainy afternoon dis- 
cussing possible improvements, of which the removal of old 
Mennes from the Comptrollcrship loomed largest. Now in 
July the Duke of York took up the ca^ of reformat!^. 
Pepys was quick to trim his sails to this new and hopeful 
wind. On the 24th of the month he held a long and secret 
consultarioD with the Duke in his closet at St James s and 
showed him the failings of the Navy Office, advising 
him to call his colleagues to account for their neglect. 
Before the interview ended, the Duke requested him to 
draw up a letter for him to sign to the Navy Board 
stating clearly where each of its members had failed in his 

duty. 

This was the work of August, 1668. All that month Pepys 
was busy drafting the Duke*s great letter of enquiry and 
reform. With his heutenants Haytcr, Hewer and Gibson to 
aid him, the first administrator in England sat early and late, 
reading old instructions to Principal Officers, compiling lists 
of miscarriages, and drafting and copying his long record of 
idleness and error. On the afternoon of Sunday the 23rd, 
after he had looked over the letter (by the aid of his tube) to 
his own extraordinary content, he made his way by appoint- 
ment to St James’s, where the Duke was waiting for him. 
There he read it aloud, and when he had finished his royal 
listener poured out his thanks and in “words the most 
expressive” told him how he would always have a care for 
him and desired his advice on all future occasions. Though 
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he knew it not, Pcpys* fortune was made. As for the letter, 
the Duke commanded it to be transcribed and sent to the 
Navy Board* 

That something of the kind was in the wind his coUcagxics 
already suspected, though they did not yet guess that the 
blow, when it fell, would come from Pepys. Outside there 
was much talk of a revolution at the Navy Office : Captain 
Cocke, ever a great man for rumour, had been whispering 
up and down the town that the Duke of York would soon 
be driven from the Admiralty and all things be governed by 
a Committee of the nominees of the reigning favourite, the 
Duke of Buckingham, and by the factious spirits in Parlia- 
ment. It seemed likely enough that Pcpys among the rest 
would lose his place, and he himself seemed to expect it, for 
at the month*s end he wrote to his father not to give away 
the furniture at Brampton to Pall since he might soon have 
occasion to live there. He was not much perturbed at the 
prospect, for in any case he believed that his eyes could not 
be long preserved. 

Meanwhile the bombshell which he had prepared for his 
colleagues was ready, as Mr Wren^s man Billing, working 
in the utmost secrecy, copied it from Pepys draft into his 
own hand so that none should suspect its origin. On the 
28th the Duke himself presented it to the Board. Next day 
it was formally opened and read. The Clerk of the Acts col- 
leagues were no longer in the dark: they knew the evidence 
of his handiwork too well— there was no mistaking that 
H ea r and cjdiausdvc style.* Yet there was also no denying 
the truth of its accusations nor resisting the powerful agency 


* Pcpys was not particularly dirturbed that dicy did mpect him. 1 
met Lord Brounckcr,*' he writes on August 30th. “who * 
the rest, do smell chat it comes from me, hut dare not find fruit with [it] ; 
and I am glad of it. it being my glory and defence that I did occasion and 

write it.” 
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through which it reached them. And each man sat down 

anxiously to draw up his own defoice. 

As soon as the Duke received these, he sent for Pepys and 
asked him to co through them with his secretary Wren, 
Rather naturaUy they were full of evasions, with a few sly 
digs at himself, but all, as he added, to no purpose. Then at 
the Duke’s request he sat down to prepare a further letter 
of rebuke from the Lord High Admiral in reply to their 

exctises. , . . • t i 

Meanwhile Pepys was engagfrig in administrative battle 

against foes far more formidable dian his broken colleagues 
at tlic Office. Early in September he had started to draw up 
a new agreement with Gauden for victualling the Fleet. But 
he encountered unexpected opposition from one of the new 
Commissioners of the ‘ Treasury. Sir Thomas CUfford. a 
rising Hotspur, who was eagerly seeking out abuses ivith a 
view to remoulding the kingdom to his own heart s desire. 
It was a strange encounter, for two men more unlike each 
other never hved than the foreseeing httlc Clerk of the Acts 
and this passionate Devonshire genueman. Pepys refused to 
be browbeaten, told Clifford that the information on which 
he was relying was a fiat untruth and, though troubled at his 
own boldness, stuck to his guns. A few years before he 
would never have dared to oppose the will of so powerful 
a man, the greater because behind him stood the might of 
the all-ambitious Duke of Buckingham, who was using 
Chfford as a battering-ram to overthrow his enemy the 
Duke of York. But experience, growing financial inde- 
pendence and the tragedy of his faihng eyesight were all 
conspiring to make a changed man of Pepys. With the Duke 
of York’s help, he carried ms point and secured the renewal 
of the victualling contract for Gauden. “1 know”, wrote 
Pepys, “1 have done the King and myself good service in it.” 

He was glad for his own sake that he had, for just at this 
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dme his financial affairs were rather troubled by Lord Sand- 
wich’s return from Spain. During his embassy that noble- 
man had run still more heavily into debt, and almost his first 
action on landing in England was to write to Pepys for an 
immediate loan of £,$ 00 . Pepys had too much grace to 
refuse, but it troubled him deeply to jeopardise any of his 
hard-earned savings at a time when his own future position 
was so insecure. Such was his emotion at this sudden caD on 
him that, standing by a candle to seal a letter, he accidentally 
set light to his periwig ; the noise of unwonted crackling led 
to the discovery of this catastrophe only just m ame. 

Yet such trials faded into nothmgness beside the domestic 
calamity which befell Pepys that auttimn. September had 
been a month of more than usually furious love-making ; it 
had begun with the performance of an inspired horse, 
encountered at Bartholomew Fair, which, being bidden by 
its master to select that member of the company who best 
loved a pretty wench in a comer, had gone straight to 
Samuel That very night as he went home Pepys confirmed 
this piece of equine intuition by beckoning a “wench that 
was naught” into his coach and with a modest shillmg pur- 
chasing such part of her professional repertoire as was com- 
patible with tus own safety. Later in the montli he tried his 
han d with varying success on Mrs Darnel, Mrs Knepp, his 
maid Jane Buch. Doll Lane and liis neighbour Miss Turner. 
The latter was a new conquest. Walking in his garden on an 
autumn night she provea ready to toy and be toyed with, 
opposing his encroaching hand with nothing but a seeming 
aversion — a merry kind of opposition, he deemed it, as 
struggling gently she yielded. He might, he believed, have 

had , 

But there was another conquest for Pepys to m^c, ana 

that nearer home. One August evening he got Deb « she 
undressed him to play with him in the way he wished— 
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‘‘with great pleasure’*. The little creature was serving her 
first perilous apprenticeship in life. Then in September 
Elizabeth bore her away from London on a visit to Cousin 
Roger’s at Impington, who had long been importuning the 
Pepyses to stay there for the autumnal joys of Stourbridge 
Fair. In early October Samuel himself made a trip to me 
country to welcome home Lord Sandwich, discontinuing 
his Diary for nearly a fortnight while he did so. It was not 
till October lotli tliat the family was reassembled in 
Lane, 

Three nights later, after his wife had finished reading to 
him, he had Deb in to comb his head, and while she did so 
he took the freedom to explore. There was scarcely any 
opposition. Home to him, with this demure little lady to 
love, was becoming a very pleasant place ; Elizabeth too was 
strangely quiescent. He was making it pleasanter, too: 
laying out money on a fine tapestry set of the apostles to 
hang in his closet, employing painters and plasterers to 
beautify still further his dwelling, setting up pictures (Cooper 
had painted his wife that summer) and draughts of 
ships. Moreover, he was about to buy a coach. Then, when 
the scene was set, Nemesis struck. On the evening of 
October 25th, after a peaceful Sabbath day spent in rejoicing 
over his new possessions, Pepys called Deb as usual to comb 
his head. “Which”, as he recorded, “occasioned the greatest 
sorrow to me that ever 1 knew in this world, for my wife 
coming up suddenly did find me embracing the girl con my 
hand sub su coats. ... I was at a wonderfbl loss upon it and 
the girl also.” 




Chapter XVIH 
Atonement 


“Ic is much the best for my soul and body to live pleasing to God and 
ray poor wife, and will ease rae of much care as well as expense.*' 

Diary, Nov. aoth, 1668. 

At the £rst glimpse of that revealing sight Mrs Pepys had 
been struck mute with amazement. When her voice at last 
returned, it was husky with anger and she said little. Nor, 
not knowing for certain how much she had seen, did her 
husband. About two in the morning the storm began. 
Weeping she woke the erring male by her side, whispered 
to him that she was a Roman Catholic and had received 
the Holy Sacrament, and then raged on from one thing to 
another, crying and reproaching him that he should prefer 
a sorry girl before her. All which Pepys bore patiendy, 
promising all fair usage to her and love henceforward, and 
swearing that he had done her no hurt. Towards morning 
they were silent for a while and slept. 

Then with his heart full of trouble for poor Deb, whom he 
feared he had undone (his wife swearing that she would turn 
her out of doors), he was forced to visit St James's to wait on 
the Duke of York, who wa^rcssing him to Enish his reply 
to the letters of his fellow oflocers. The Duke's own enemies 
were daily growing more clamorous, and unl e s s naval 
reform came soon &om within, it was plain that it would be 
imposed from without. Already a Commission was being 
drawn up for suspending Lord Angles^ and putting the 
Navy Treasurership into the hands of Sir Thomas Littleton 
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and Sir Thomas Osbome, creatures of Lord Arlington and 
the Duke of Buckingham. The heir-presumptive, feeling his 
position threatened, turned to Pepys to save him. 

But from the consequences of nis own folly and frailty 
Pepys could not save himself. When he came home he found 
a gloomy house : his wife discontented, the girl sad, and no 
words spoken between them. Once more his bedfellow 
woke him in the night and in bitter words swore she had 
seen him hug and kiss her handmaiden. Thinkmg it best to 
jdeld a linle, he adnurted the former but no more : he had 
been indiscreet, he explained, but would never be so again. 
And on his own he offered to give it under his hand that 
he would never sec either Knepp or Mrs Pierce again. 

His excessive suscepribihty was his undoing. In his tre- 
mendous anxiety to appease his wife, he made her realise 
what she had never realised before — her power. Ruthlessly 
she grasped it. On the second evening after the fatal dis- 
covery she caused a candle to be ht in the chimney and by 
its light ranted at him all night long, threatening in the 
highest terms to publish his shame; meekly he bore with 
her, telling her ail he dared and by good words and fair 
promises bringing her to a semblance of peace. In the 
morning, before with sleepless eyes he went out to his 
day s labours, he scribbled a hasty note to Deb (with whom 
he had now no chance of exchanging speech) to let her 
know how much he had confessed. 

But there was no real peace in the household in Seething 
Lane. Samuel s own heart was sore, for his wife, for his own 
shame, for httle Deb, whom he had desired and had 
wronged and who he feared would be ruined. He could 
scarcely analyse his own feelings : it would be better, he 
Imcw, for his wife s peace of mind and his own that Deb 
^ould so and yet he could not bring himself to let her do so. 
Over tae supper table on these painful autumn evenings 



Aet, 35] PAINFUL AUTUMN EVENINGS 37I 

Elizabeth would watch his eyes to see if they strayed to the 
girl’s, which, he confessed, they “could not but do now and 
then, and to my grief did see the poor wretch look on me 
and see me look on her and then let drop a tear or two, 
which do make my heart relent at this minute that I am 
writing this with great trouble of mind, for she is indeed my 
sacri£cc, poor girl”. 

In due course she went. Mrs Pepys interviewed her aunt 
and it was arranged without scandal or quarrel. She did not 
tell her husband, who dared not ask when she was to go, nor 
did she let him speak with her, but superintended his dress- 
ing and undressing in person, watched him from room to 
room and kept his mind in an agony of suspense. Once he 
contrived to ding a note to Deb, advising her not to confess 
and to deny chat he had ever kissed her, which he still con- 
tinued to do to Elizabeth: “1 did adventure upon God’s 
pardoning me this lie, knowing how heavy a thing it would 
be for me to be the ruin of the poor girl and next knowing 
that if my wife should know all it were impossible ever for 
her to be at peace with me again and so our whole lives 
would be uncomfortable**. Yet he found that he still 
wanted Deb as much as ever, could not help smiling at her 
when she looked at him and could not bear to mink of 
losing her: “the truth is**, he admitted, “1 have a great 
mind for to have the maidenhead of this girl, which I 
should not doubt to have if jc could get dme para be con 
her. But she will be gone and 1 not know whither’*. 

Yet before she went there was a further shock for Pepys. 
Shaken by her mistress’s ceaseless examinations. Deb gave 
way and confessed cvcryihing. After that a tornado broke 
out in the house. That night Mrs Pepys upbraided her 
husband bitterly and told him of all the temptations which 
she had resisted out of faithfulness to him — particularly men- 
tioning the solicitations of Lord Sandwich (who had wooed 
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her, as befitted his rank, through the agency of Captain 
Ferrers, his master of horse), and of Lord Hinchingbrooke, 
“even to the trouble of his lady” — all which he acknow- 
ledged and was troubled at and wept. But no penitence 
availed: in the night Ehzabeth rose screaming, crying that 
she would never sleep again, and kept on raving till Samuel, 
crying by now as heartily as she, promised her that he 
hitnself would bid Deb be gone and show liis dislike for her. 

After that there was no postponing Deb’s departure. 
Next night Elizabeth again started up “with expressions of 
affright and madness, as one frantic”, and on the following 
morning Samuel, with tears in his eyes, called up Deb and 
discharged her in the presence of the presiding she-judge, 
advising her to be gone as soon as she would and never to 
see him again. On Saturday, November 14th, just within 
three weeks of the fatal discovery, she went. Pepys did not 
have a chance of saying good-bye or of sUpping the little 
money which he had secretly wrapped up in paper into her 
hand, for on the morning or her departure his wife ordered 
him to go out without passing through the kitchen, and, 
when he ventured to expostulate, instantly flew into such a 
rage, calling him rotten-hearted dog and rogue, that he at 
once crumpled up. Only all that day at the Office his heart 
was sad and he could not forget the girl nor cease to wonder 
where she had gone. Still it was a comfort to come home at 
evening to a house once more at peace and to sleep in content 
beside an unprotesting wife. “I must here remember”, he 
noted, “that 1 have lain with my moher as a husband more 
times since this falling out than in, I believe, twelve months 
before, and with more pleasure to her than 1 think in all the 
time of our marriage before.” 

But sdll his mind ran on Deb. And as soon as the w^k-end 
was over, and with a full realisation of the risk he was 
taking, he set about to End her. From some chance words of 
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his wife, he had gathered that she was lodging with one 
Dr Allbon in Whetstone Park, a notorious region between 
Lincoln’s bin Reids and Holbom, and one which it troubled 
him mightily chat she should be in. Hither on Monday 
morning, abandoning the Office, he repaired, but could 
hear nothing of Allbon dll, recalling that £li2abeth had said 
something of his having once lived in Eagle Court, he sent 
Drumblcby’s boy there and discovered that he was a poor 
broken fellow that dared not show his head or reveal his 
whereabouts lest his creditors should End him. 

Work at the Office detained Pepys all Tuesday, but on 
Wednesday he resumed the search. With difficulty and great 
cunning, he tracked down a porter who had carried a chest 
of drawers to the poor doctor’s new lodgings, and by dint 
of telling him that Iiis business was not with his employer but 
with a little gentlewoman, one Mrs Willet, that lodged 
there, he got me fellow to bear her a message imploring ncr 
to see him. Mcauwhilc he himself anxiously paced up and 
down the courtyard of Somerset House awaiting the answer. 
It came : that he might see her if he would, but no more. At 
rhi< Pepys could not command himself, but as soon as it was 
dark took coach and drove to her lodgings. She came out to 
him and tlicrc, in the coach, he comforted himself. In per- 
haps the strangest of all his strange confessions, he tells of 
that secret encounter. Once more his hand strayed sub su 
coats”. ”I did nevertheless”, he adds, “give her the best 
council I could, to have a care of her honour and to fear 
God, and to suffer no man para avoir to do con her as je 
have done, which she promised.” Then he gave her twenty 
shillings and an address through which to communicate, and 
went home to Elizabeth rejoicing.^ 

*** ... and diere told my wife a feir tale, God knows, how I spent 
die whole day, with which the poor wretch was satisfied. Diary, 
Nov. x8th, 166S. 
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Again his sins discovered him. Next day, after a busy 
morning at the Office, he returned home as cheerful as a 
schoolboy and raced upstairs to see how the upholsterers 
were getting on with their work of hanging his best room. 
Here he found his wife weeping. When he asked her the 
reason, she turned on him, c^ling him all the false, rotten- 
hearted rogues in the world and let him understand that she 
knew he had been with Deb. For a time he denied it, but at 
last discharged his heart of the whole wicked business and 
confessed. Throughout that afternoon he remained with his 
wife above stairs in their bedchamber, enduring her threats 
and vows and curses. Sometimes she swore that she would 
sht die nose of this girl ; sometimes demanding three or four 
hundred pounds that she might be gone from him that very 
night, or else she would make the world know of it. “So* , 
he wrote, “with most perfect confusion of face and heart, 
and sorrow and shame, in the greatest agony in the world I 
did pass this afternoon.” At last he called up Will Hewer, 
and made him privy to it all ; the poor fellow cried like a 
child at this falling out between his master and mistress and 
obtained what Samuel could not, that Elizabeth should for- 
give him on condition chat he would promise in writing 
never to see Deb again. “So before it was late, there was 
beyond my hopes as well as desert, a tolerable peace.” That 
night he took his pleasure of his wife and gave her content. 
And on his knees (for long an unwonted exercise) he began 
to pray God for grace “more and more every day to fear 
him and to be true to my poor wife”. 

There were two further humiliations for Pepys before he 
had done. Next morning when he went abroad he was 
accompanied by Will Hewer, who, by agreement, was now 
to go with him everywhere: Elizabeth would not trust 
him out on any other terms. And when at dinn er he came 
home, thinking to have a fhrther degree of peace, he found 
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his wife in a new rage, calling him all the bitter names she 
could devise and even striking him and pulling his hair. 
True to his resolution he bore with it and by aicnee and 
weeping at last prevailed with her to be a little quiet. But 
after dinner she fell into a worse fit than ever, swearing again 
to slit the girl’s nose, until at last Will Hewer came up to 
appease her, and poor Samuel Bung himself in a sad, desper- 
ate condition upon the bed in the blue room and lay there 
while they spoke together in the other room. At last it 
came to this, that if the repentant sinner would call Deb 
“whore** under his hand and write to her that he hated her 
and would never see her more, his wife would believe in his 
penitence and relent. Even this he agreed to do, protesting 
only at the word whore. But Elizabeth was obdurate. It was 
left to Hewer to save the situation by winking at his master 
until he had made him understand that he might safely 
write whatever his wife demanded, since he would not 
deliver the letter. So Pepys wrote it and received his wife’s 
forgiveness and promised her never to go to bed hence- 
forward without calhng upon God upon his knees — “and 
hope I shall never forget to do the like all my life ; for I do 
find that it b much the best for my soiJ and body to live 
pleasing to God and my poor wife, and will case me of much 
care as well as much expense*’. And next morning Will, like 
a good and faithful servant, delivered his master’s message 
to Deb that he would sec her no more, but brought back 
his letter unopened. 

The world outside, of course, never guessed a word of 
what was happening within the finely ftimishcd chambers of 
the Clerk of the Acts’ house. It saw him sitting with author- 
ity in the Office, going with assured gait up and down the 
town, entering the private apartments of the Duke of York 
and talking earnestly with the latter’s secretary. On the 
before Deb departed, he had given Mr Wren his draft of 
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the Duke’s reply to his colleagues’ excuses ; perhaps the con- 
nubial trials trough which he had been passing had made 
him sharper than usual, for Wren found it necessary to 
molhfy certain hard terms in it and make it ’'somewhat 
sweeter” before his royal master could present it to the 
Board. There was much talk of drastic reforms pending at 
die Navy Office: Penn, it was announced, was about to 
retire and to go into parmership with Gauden in the victual- 
ling business ; others said that Pepys would soon follow suit. 
He, for his pan, seemed quite ready to go. His eyes were 

S owing worse and his jedous wife daily more urgent for 
s retirement to the country. 

On one thing Pepys was determined : that if he stayed, die 
Office should become more a place of ease and less of slavery 
than it had been. No longer would he bear the burden of 
doing the work of inept superiors. With this resolution he 
set himself, as Christmas drew near, to dislodge the aged 
Comptroller. The latter had recendy made his task more 
difficult by rising without the least warning at a Board meet- 
ing and complaining of the lack of respect shown to himself 
at the Office — a speech calculated to dehght Sir Thomas 
Litdeton, who was on the look-out for Navy Office 
dclinauencics. A fortnight later the old gendeman repeated 
his folly, so that Pepys wrote in despair that, for his hfe, he 
could not keep Sir Jolm Menues 6’om showing the weakness 
of the Navy Board to its own dishonour: “it do vex me to 
the heart”. As for the Comptroller’s work, it was simply 
never done: Warren’s accounts, which it was his duty to 
inspect, had remained unpassed for months. Pepys therefore 
persuaded Brouncker to join him in impressing on the Duke 
of York the impossibility of defending the Navy Office 
unless hlenncs were removed and an experienced sailor 
brought in to fill Penn’s place when he also departed. 

There was still one experienced member of the Board 
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besides the Clerk of the Acts — the formidable Colonel 
Middleton, who had recendy come up from Portsmouth to 
succeed the dead Batten as Surveyor. With him Pepys had a 
furious quarrel. For some time Middleton had been com- 
plaining that Will Hewer had been saddhng the Nav^- for 
reasons of bis own with contracts for unnecessary kerseys 
and cottons, and he now came into the open with “a most 
scandalous Icner to the Board, reflecting’*, wrote the indig- 
nant Pepys, “on my Oflficc”. The latter at once gave battle 
on behalf of his clerk (at that time accompanying him every- 
where, “like a jailor, but yet with great love”). For ten days 
he wrote lencrs, collected notes and did cvcryihm^ within 
his power “to make Middleton appear a coxcomb . Then 
on December i8tb he unmasked hi batteries and shattered 
him before the whole Board, Middleton took it very well. 
As soon as he saw the strength of Pepys defence he became 
^alm as a lamb and craved his pardon. After which there was 
pcaco— more, perhaps, than there had been in the Ofl&cc for 
many a day. “So”, Pepys records, “Middleton desiring to be 
friends, 1 forgave him, and all mighty quiet, and fell to talk 
of other stories, and there staid, all of us. till nine or 
night (more than ever we did in our lives before, together). 

At home, however, peace was sdll delayed. That 
night returning to bed from the friendly gathering round 
the Oficc table. Samuel found Elizabeth in a new fri^: 
someone had told her that Deb was going abroad in mighty 
fine clothes and that a friend had been givmg her money. 
He had much to do to pacify her. Though she had allayed 
his Protestant fears as to her reli^on by atten<tog 
munion, her anger was still burning beneath 
ready to flare up at the least alarm to her Jealousy. Wbra he 
went abroad with her in a coach or to the theatt^ he dared 
not so much as look at the pretty frees about ^ let she 
should take fire ; his very dreams were supervised, as she lay 
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by his side, listening to his every movement and murmur.* 
Patiently he accepted it all as his just due ; he would take his 
|)unishmcnt without complaining and never, he resolved, 
‘be catched loving anybody but my wife again*’. And since 
it takes two to mie a quarrel, the year ended in something 
approaching domestic calm. 


Moreover, there Was the coach. For that noble and 
splendid thing, so long desired, had come at last. Even the 
remembrance of Deb could scarcely deprive Elizabeth of her 
satisfaction in so glorious a possession. For long Samuel had 
contemplated its purchase. Some months back he and she 
had been mightily taken witli a little chariot they had seen 
in the street and had resolved to have one like it. A few days 
before the disaster of Deb he had taken the plunge and, after 
inspecting several desirable vehicles, had agreed to buy one 
£53* But it turned out that, knowing nothing about 
coaches at all, he had been handsomely swindled, his choice 
being both heavy and old-fashioned. Fortunately he was 
Mved by the elegant and experienced Mr Povy, who just 
in time pointed out its defects and prevailed upon him to 
change his mind and purchase an elegant little chariot of the 
very latest model. It held four, was very light, and was 
covered with leather. It was duly stabled in Sir Ricliard 
Ford’s yard. And on November 30th Mrs Pepys, driven by 
the coachman in a livery of ween lined with red, went 
abroad to take the maidenhead of her coach 
There were, of course, some who murmured — the Creeds, 
for imtance, on whom Elizabeth was careful to call, and Sir 
Willi^ Wartcn, who on seeing it expressed a pious wish 
that his old friend might not contraa envy by its possession. 


* “She being ever since our late 
and dreams, and will not be persuad 
me that I speak in my dreams and 1 
it must be she.*’ D. Dec. 5tb, 1668. 
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But Pepys replied that it was plainly to his profit to keep a 
coach and that it would be hard, after eight or nine years of 
such employment as his, if he were not able to do so. And in 
fhk spirit he resolved that he would not be contented with 
hired horses, but buy a pair of his owm. 

Once more Pepys had a new experience. At the horse 
market at Smithficid he discovered that there was a spedcs 
of craft and cxinning in the purchase and sale of horses of 
which he had never dreamed. Happily he was again helped 
by his fiicnds. On December 12th for ^50 he became master 
of a splendid pair of black horses — “the beaudfullest 
almost , he thought, “1 ever saw”. And though there were 
disadvantages in this as in all things — the 40 s hi l l i n gs he was 
forced to pay for a new panel of glass (shattered no one knew 
how), or the fore-whccJ bolt that broke in Holbom and left 
him and Elizabeth sitting stationary in the coach while the 
horses went on — it was many weeks before the new posses- 
sion ceased to be a source of conscious delight to him and his 
wife. 

Altogether Pepys was very grand that New Yc^. No 
longer did he fil^ his pleasures in secret drabbing in low 
taverns : instead he took his ease in his fine house and enter- 
tained his peers. Seven rimes in the January of 1669 did he 
feast his fiicnds, carefully suiting his entertainment to their 
quahty. On the 23 rd he gave a singularly pleasing dinner- 
party with Lord Sandwich and his son Hinchingbrookc, 
Lord Peterborough, Sir Charles Harbord, young S^cy 
Montagu and Sir William Godolphin as his guests. There 
were six or eight dishes, brought up one after anoAer, « 
noble as any man could need to have, with variety of excel- 
lent wines, and all in such good order that his guests were 
mistily pleased and himself almost bursting wi^ content. 
aSt dinner the Lords sat down to c^ds, while Samuel 
showed the commoners his furniture, books and pictures 
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and his wife’s drawings. They kept it up all afternoon till 
seven at night, when 4ey took their leave and rolled away 
in their coaches through the dark, rainy night, leaving their 
host gloating over all this splendid hospitality— “the best of 
its kind and the fullest of honour and content to me that 
ever 1 had in my hfe . Afterwards he got his wife to cut his 
hair and look over his shirt, whence it appeared that he had 
been entenaining other guests, for “when all come to all she 
mds that 1 am lousy having found in my head and body 
above twenty lice httle and great, which I wonder at. bcin; 
more than 1 have had 1 believe these twenty years. 1 did fhm_ 

I rmght have got them from the boy.“ he explained, “but 
they did presently look over him and foimd none. So how 
they come 1 know not. but presently did shift myself, and so 
shall be rid of them and cut my hair close to my head. And 
so with much content to bed**. 

Yet had his noble guests seen their smiling, courtly little 

host in <xrtain other situations in his finely femished home 

about that tune, they would doubtless have been much 

surprised. Lying weeping to himself, for instance, as he had 

done two days before, because his wife was angry with him 

tor letting his eyes stray round the playhouse, or waking in 

the mght to see that tyrant bending over him with a pair of 

red-hot tongs to pinch him because she declared (a sheer 

mvendon on her part) that he had been seen that day in a 

coach ynth Deb. For as Pepys himself justly recorded at its 

close, the month had many different days of sadness and 
mirth. ' 


Yet Mrs Pepys had done a notable service to England’s 
Na^ when she surprised her husband with Deb. Deprived 
of ^ low pleasures, the Clerk of the Acts applied him^lf 
wth double ardour to his work. And that January his new 
Ubours began to bear fruit. For though his efforte to have 
Mennes removed ended in nothing but some courteous 
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words of Wren that it would be a pity to occasion any public 
disparagement to so old and faithful a servant of the King^ 
in other directions things were happening of good augury 
to England’s Navy. On the day after the episode with the 
tongs, Pepys drafted a long and detailed report on the 
savings mat might be cfl^ed by conducting “petty 
empdons** hencemrward on a cash basis, “since nothing can 
be bought on this or any other terms but for ready money” ; 
such a reform would save, he showed, from to £,100 
on every £,100 expended on such small commodirics as 
double spring-locks, door handles, scuttle hinges, screws, 
sail needles, hasps and staples. Ere shovels, tongs (this item 
must have given him a tremor), hatchers, spits, charcoal, glue, 
spades, cottons and kerseys. Five days later he was advo- 
cating, with bis usuaI clarity and care, a far greater reform 
for “reviving the ancient praedee of acting by esdmates . . . 
instead of borrowing from one service to forward another, 
and sacriEcing our own content and good names by 
the ruining of private men to provide dear, insufficient, 
and (for the most part) lindmely supplies of stores”. 
ThereaEer, at great length, he discussed how far it would be 
possible to reduce the annual charge of the Fleet to the 
£^ 00,000 within which it was now proposed to confine it; 
with care /^loo.ooo would suffice to keep the Navy in 
harbour and another ^100,000 to maintain a winter guard 
often ships and a summer fleet of twenty-four— disposed, he 
modestly explained, as follows: two at Jamaica, six at 
Tangier and in the Mediterranean, three on Ireland, two at 
Greenland, one at Iceland, two at Newfoundland, two at 
Land’s End, Eve in the Downs, and one on the Baltic trade 
routes. But this was on the basis of ready money being 
available for all payments, nor did it allow anything for 
repairs or emergencies. 

For the first time since the beginning of 1667 there were 
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definite signs tliat the government was thinking of setting 
out a Fleet. On Sunday, January 24th, Pepys was called 
before the King and Council at Essex House to answer 
enquiries as to how soon the big ships could be repaired; 
the Surveyor answered two years, but he, more optimistic, 
declared that with money they could be made ready by the 
summer of 1670. Two days later he was called again before 
the same august company: relations with the Algerines in 
the Mediterranean were strained and tlie King had resolved 
to strengthen Sir Thomas Allin’s little squadron at Tangier. 
“I sec”, Pepys noted, “that on all these occasions they seem 
to rely most on me.” 

They were wdse to do so, for in all things naval Pepys was 
showing a remarkable activity, almost as though he had 
some prcmomaon of that new Dutch war which, unknown 
to himself and his fellow subjects, their inscrutable monarch 
was already planning. He wrote long letters to his fellow 
reformer Deane about the pros and cons of wet docks, of the 
qualities of English oak in withstanding shot, of the methods 
of distinguishing the rates of his Majesty’s ships. And he 
was at great pains to remind his fellow ofBcers (in writing) 
of the ill consequences that must follow their prolonged 
failure to supply answen to the queries of me Com- 
mission of Accounts, and himself drew up the requisite 
memoranda. 

Yet his greatest naval work that winter was his defence of 
the old constitution of the Navy Office against those who 
were using its defects, which it possessed in co mm on with 
all other human institutions, to dismiss its present Officers 
and job themselves and their fiiends into their salaries. It was 
a task for which by now Pepys was incomparably fitted. 
With real pleasure ne spent lung days and nights searching 
for old records of the Navy — in his own Office, at the R.olb, 
at the Crown Office in the Temple — questioning aged 
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officiab in the Yards about practices long since discarded or 
interviewing Hewer *s uncle Blackbume, the former Com- 
monwealth Secretary to the Navy, at the “Ship*" tavern. 
On the whole he was well satisfied with the result of his 
researches: “1 do find**, he noted, “that the late times** (by 
which he meant the now vaunted days of puritan efficiency) 
“in all their management were not more husbandly than 
we • 

while he prepared his formal defences, Pepys took the 
steps usual with him to enter the enemies* lines on his own 
account. CUffiord having suggested a talk, he availed him- 
self of the opportunity to inform that ardent reformer of his 
own integrity and 2 ^; bore him his accounts to view (in 
the doing of which he was much embarrassed by being seen 
by the Duke of York) ; and did all within his power to make 
fnends with the mam mon of unrighteousness. Yet he 
refused to yield an inch on essentials: when CUffiord dis- 
covered his thoughts that Sir John Mennes and Colonel 
Middleton were too old and that Lord Brounckcr minded 
his mathematics too much, Pepys, to use his own words, did 
not give much encouragement to that of finding fault with 
his fellow officers, but md stand up for the constitution. He 
could not have chosen a better defence ; for of all the things 
which Chffiord loved, courage was the first. 

For a time it looked as though Pepys* defence of the 
Navy -Office, for ail its skill, might avail him nothing. 
Though no one could find a sound reason for removing him , 
there were some who had motives for doing so which were 
none the less powerful because they were unjust, “They do 
think that 1 know too much**, wrote Pepys, “and shall 
impose upon whoever shall come next.* Throughout 
March his future seemed to hang in the balance. He awaited 
the result with philosophy, for his eyes were growing 
steady worse and he would probably have to retire in any 
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case ; if he did so, he could live in the country, “with com- 
fort though not with abundance**. Yet still he fought stub- 
bornly, and even got Creed to discover what the Duke of 
Buckingham and his faction intended towards him and to 
“instill good words concerning me ... for I have not a 
mind indeed at this time to be put out of my office if I can 
make any shift that is honourable to keep it . Nor, he added, 
would he save himself by deserting the Duke of York. 

He remained. The truth was, as Coventry remarked to the 
Lord Keeper, that it would cost the King £to,ooo before he 
could train such another as the Clerk of the Acts. For all his 
occasional peccadilloes and petty corruptions, Pepys in nine 
years by his industry, persistence and very real capacity had 
made himself too useful a man to be discarded. And so, 
while Penn took his scat at the familiar Navy Board for the 
last time on March 30th, 1669, Pepys stayed. He was now 
the only survivor of the original Principal Officers of 1660, 

Change was everywhere. In March Coventry, who a 
little while before had carried all before him, was flung into 
the Tower for sending a challenge to the royal favourite 
Buckingham. Buckingham, whose many tastes included 
play-writing, had proposed to depict his rival sitting in the 
middle of a round hole in a somewhat absurd table which he 
had invented for disposing of his books and papers; and to 
stop him Coventry had threatened to slit the nose of any 
actor who took me part and had challenged the ducal 
author. The person who came best out of the aftair was 
Pepys. He at once visited his old patron in the Tower and 
ofliered him his service. For this deuance of the prudent laws 
of self-interest he was rewarded. For as he paced the stones 
of Lord North’s walk, Coventry spoke to him of the inner 
history of Clarendon’s fall, in whiA he had played so great 
a part, so that Pepys was *‘mighty proud to be privy to this 
great transaction**. And if his temerity ran him the risk of 
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enraging certain great men, at least one, the Duke of YorK- 
who hated Buckingham and all his gang, was glad of it and 
was particularly gracious to him when, after Coventry’s 
arrest, he paid his court to him at Deptford. Here the 
Duchess and all the great ladies of her court were sitting 
upon a carpet on the ground playing at “I love my love with 
an A because he is so and so, and I hate him with an A 
because of this and chat’ —Lady Castlemaine, who was 
there, Pepys thought particularly witty. Cheered by this 
inspiring spectacle he “slunk out (his own expr^ive 
phrase) to Bagwell’s, where he found not only liis old flame 
but his former maid, Nell, who, so loved was his company, 
cried for joy to see him. Yet, though he had a mind to swy, 
he could not, for his wife was waiting for him and he had to 
hurry home, where he found her raghrv angry for his 
absence and full of unworthy questions about Pierce and 


None the less, Pepys was beginning to hold up \m head at 
home again as the spring of a new year anproached and the 
nightmare of the wintry day on which he had been surp^rised 
with Deb receded into the past. In March he seized the 
chance of a naval court martial at Chatham to take a bnef 
holiday from Seething Lane— at that moment in a state of 
considerable upheaval through the marriage of his boy Tom 
Edwards and his maid Jane Birch, an event on which Eliza- 
beth was expending all her talent for romance and w^ch 
Samuel himself had done his best to hasten, even to settling 
/40 on the happy pair. And as he rumbled m the coach 
the Kent roa/ with his coUeague h^dcUeton he was 
happy himself, though the wmd blew cold and the last wisp 

of winter’s snow was in the air. ^ i . • i 

He made the best of his time. On the day after hu amyal 

he took a trip to Maidstone, a pUcc he had long had a mmd 

to see, and beheld with great joy the Medway wmding up 
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and down, the Friary at Aylesford, the old man whom he 
discovered beating flax in a bam by the way. But the best 
sight of the day was his old love, Mrs Jowles, the Becky 
Allen of that first joyous visit to Chatham of eight years 
back, whom he spied that morning through her facer’s 
window and, after being trimmed, returned in the evening 
to visit. He found her as expansive as ever. And in his own 
inimitable way he described the evening’s party, “while 
Mrs Jowles and I to talk and there had all our old stories up, 
and there 1 had the Uberty to salute her often and pull off her 
glove, where her hand mighty moist, and she mighty free in 
kindness to me, and je do not at all doubt but 1 might have 
had that that 1 would have desired dc elle had I had time to 
have carried her to Cobham as she, upon my proposing it, 
was willing to go, for die is a whore, that is certain, but a 
very brave and comely one*’. Then with a lanthora he 
walked over the midnight fields to Chatham, as dark as 
pitch and mighty cold. 

He was in magnificent form at the court martial aboard 
the Charles next day. He had been made a Captain for the 
occasion — which had caused him a good deal of mirth and 
the hope of a httle extra money — and now before the 
assembled Captains of the Fleet he laid open the law and 
rattled the Muster Masters out of their wits almost. Then 
while the Court considered its verdict, he and Middleton 
withdrew and dined oflT hot salt beef, brought them by the 
ship’s boatswain in a kettle, brown bread and brandy, “so 
good as I never would desire to eat better meat while I live, 
only I would have cleaner .dishes”. For Pepys on hohday had 
in excelsis the gift of being pleased; even the grim Middleton 
melted to his mood, revealing himself unexpectedly as “a 
strange good companion and droll upon the road, more 
than ever I could have thought to have been in him”. 

Elizabeth as well as Samuel felt the mood of returning 
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summer. Among her husband’s acquaintances was one 
Henry Shore, a young engineer serving at Tangier, “a good 
ingenious man, but do taBc a httle too much of his travels”. 
He was something of a poet, and Elizabeth, who had ah 
a woman’s longing for aspiring talk ^vith the opposite sex, 
teU upon him witli delight. She was always speaking of him 
and loved to be in his company. Samuel spied the hcerary 
pair (chaperoned by the invaluable Hewer) sitting in the 
pit at the Duke’s playhouse, at which he was son>ewbat 
troubled, as also at the pains which Elizabeth took to enter- 
tain Shere at dinner; “out yet”, he added, ‘‘I see no reason 
CO be troubled at it, he being a very civil and worthy man, I 
think; but only it do seem to imply some little neglect 
of me”. 

But at least it gave him some excuse for indulging his own 
less platonic fancies as the mood of spring dictated. So he 
took occasion to make a step to Mrs Martin’s, to visit like- 
wise her sister, to meet Mrs Bagwch by appointment in a 
Moorfields tavern and steal a last exciting rendezvous with 
Deb, met by chance passing the Conduit on Holbom HiU. 
And after that we know no more. 

For those bright, watchful eyes which for close on a 
decade had noted every changing mood of the world they 
surveyed seemed at last to be flickering into darkness. The 
light in the Office window, which for eight years Pepys had 
faced sitting with his back to the fire at Navy Board meet- 
ings, he could bear no longer and he sliifted to the other side 
of the uble ; so also did the bright flame of the candles at the 
playhouse almost kill him with pain. And worse, when he 
bent over his beloved journal, peering at those tiny, crowded 
hieroglyphics tlirough the long tube that was fixed to his 
eye, he knew that he must close for ever a record which had 
grown to be almost as dear to him as life itself. 

That May, Pepys went about the world much as before. 
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noring and secretly hoarding all cherished experience, 
though it was pain to do so. We see him on May Day, sitting 
in his coach with his wife in her flowered tabby ^own 
beside him, driving through the town to Hyde Park, ‘ with 
our new liveries of serge, and the horses* manes and tails 
tied with red ribbons, and the standards there gilt with 
varnish, and all clean, and green reins*’ and all the people 
looking upon him; seated at the Ofl&ce drawing up new 
instructions for the commanders ; or taking the cool air of an 
evening amid the Hackney marshes. He was pleased when 
his place grew more secure, sullen when his wife kept him 
waiting as she dressed herself, merry when he rode up the 
river as high as Fulliam, talking and singing and playing the 
rogue wim the western bargemen. AU the while his eyes 
grew worse. On the 19th of the month he formally peti- 
tioned the Duke of York for leave to go abroad during the 
Parliamentary recess — to Holland, he explained, to study the 
Dutch Navy, though he and Elizabeth had privately resolved 
to visit France if such a chance came to them. “The restless 
exercises of his eyes requisite to the seasonable dispatching of 
the work of his place during the late war**, he explained, nad 
reduced him to this pass. Readily the leave was granted, the 
Duke assuring him that the King would be a good master to 
him, and the Tatter himself expressing his sense of his faithful 
servant’s misfortune and bidding him rest. 

On the last day of the month Pepys spent the morning 
making up his accounts, neglected now for nearly two years, 
called in at little Mrs Michcll’s, whose husband, he had 
found out, was away, kissed her and drove in the evening in 
the Park. At the “World’s End” by Knightsbridge he drank 
and was merry. Then he returned home and took out his 
Diary for the last time. “And thus ends” — the pen ran 
haltingly in the gunering candlelight — “all that I doubt I 
shall ever be able to do with my own eyes in the keeping of 
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my journal, I being not able to do it any longer, having done 
now so long as to undo my eyes almost every time that 1 take 
apcD in my hand and, therefore, whatever comes of it, I must 
forbear : and, therefore, resolve, from this time forward, to 
have it kept by my people in long-hand, and must therefore 
be contented to set down no more than is fit for them and 
all the world to know ; or, if there be anything (which can- 
not be much, now my amours to Deb arc past, and my eye* 
hindering me in almost all other pleasures), I must en- 
deavour to keep a margin in my book open, to add, here 
and there, a note in short-hand with my own hand. 

“And so 1 betake myself to that course, which is almost as 
much as to see myself go into my grave : for which, and all 
the discomforts tnat will accompany my being blind, the 
good God prepare me!*’ This he dated and initialed, as 
though he nali guessed the greamess of his achievement. 
Then he passed into Jtme — and silence. 



Epilogue 


Pbpys did not leave for his holiday the moment he closed his 
jounial. Nearly all that summer he was kept busy in Eng- 
land. The Navy Board's answers to the Commissioners of 
Accounts were sail outstanding, and he was too proud of 
the good name of the Office to leave it undefended. More- 
over, he had business of his own with the Commissioners, 
who were prying into all private sales made by members of 
the Navy Office to the service. Rve years before, at the out- 
set of the Dutch war, he had supplied some six or seven 
hundred pounds* worth of calico nags which were urgently 
needed by the Fleet, notwithstanding the Duke's General 
Instructions which forbade any officer to trade in naval 
stores. He now explained at great length and most con- 
vincingly. that tlie satisfaction of having done his Majesty 
a service was the only advantage he ever received from this 
action : he did not add that he had written in his Diary of 
October, 1664: “This job was greatly to my content". 

During the waiting months of the summer, Pepys con- 
tinued his efforts to remove Mennes : attended the Duke of 
York in the King's bedchamber, proposed expedients for 
performing his neglected work and wrote significantly of a 
“fair salary for an able deput)'". Yet somehow he seemed a 
little aloof from it all, ending a letter to the Clerk of the 
Ropeyard at Woolwich with the superscription— "until 
the necessity of the poor and the debauenery of the rich may 
be equally courted, with money for rewarding their good 
deeds ana a halter to recompense their bad ones, 1 am your 
very affectionate friend". As years and power and wealth 
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came to him, he began to put by the passionate self-interest 
of earlier days as a man lays aside an old suit which he has 
outworn. 

Conscious of his triumph of the previous year, he now 
sought to enter Parliament. In June one of the seats for the 
coastal Borough of Aldcburgh in Sufiblk fell vacant through 
the untimely death by drowning of Sir Robert Brooke, and 
Pepys put nimself forward as a candidate. He spared no 
pains to advance his claims on the burgesses, pointed out 
that his election would engage not only himself but the 
entire Navy Board to the interests of Aldcburgh, and got 
the Duke of York, Lord Sandwich, Coventry, Thomas 
Povy and Mr Wren to write letters on his behalf. And he 
was careful to promise to reimburse his supporters* expenses, 
for he was a man of the world and understood the institu- 
tions of his country. But it availed him nothing, for the 
honest burgesses declined to elect one who was a stranger to 
them and whom they had never even seen. Indeed, all Pepvs 
got for his pains was the accusadou of being a Papist, which, 
with other “scandals fouly and grossly dispersed *, his 
opponents studiously invented and scattered about. 

Mcanwliilc his eyes remained as they were — “the ill state 
of which i must confess”, he told Coventry, “cuts off most 
■ of the comfort of my life, having nothing in view to hope 
for relief from but the indulgence of my friends . Coventry, 
living now in retirement at his country home in Oxford- 
shire, replied kindly, wisliing his skill equal to his adccdon 
that he might effect a cure of his old friend s illness. But it 
was left to ms long-awaited holiday to do this. 

At the end of July Pepys was sail at work, urging his col- 
leagues of the Navy Office to bestir themselves, writing 
long minutes to the Commissioners of Accounts and sitting 
among the great at the Tangier Committee. Then in August 
he made up his accounts, put his papers in order and 
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obtained copious instructions from his cultured and travelled 
friend, John Evel™, as to what to see while in France. 
‘‘Pray forget not *, wrote the latter, to visit the Taille 
douce shops and make collection of what they have excel- 
lent, especially the draughts of their palaces, churches and 
gardens; . . . they will greatly refresh you in your stud^, 
and by the fireside, when you arc many years returned. 
Before the end of the month, wnth Elizabeth and her 
brother Baity as travelling companions, Pepys crossed the 
Channel. 

The holiday, which lasted two months, was a wondcrfnl 
success — a voyage **full of health and content , and one 
which left, as he wrrote in old age, **a degree of satisfaction 
and sohd usefulness that has stu<I by me through the whole 
course of my hfc*’. Armed with introductions from Evel^Ti 
and Sir Samuel Tukc, author of the farcical AdvenUtres of 
Five Hours which in earlier days he had so much admired, 
he travelled through Holland and Flanders to Paris, where in 
his best and most irresistible mood he completely conaucred 
the hearts of his new French acquaintances, as did also his 
“deare and vertuous lady**. Deeply refreshed, he left on 
October 6th for Brussels, taking a leisurely route that he 
might view — he was careful to arrange for this — all the 
most beautiful towns on the way. 

Before he left Brussels Elizabeth was taken ill. She was, 
however, able to travel, and at the beginning of the last 
week of Oaober the little party returned to England, w^hcre 
an important summons from the Treasury Commissionen 
was awaiting Samuel It was not obeyed. For on the dav 
on which he reached London, Elizabeth went down with 
a high fever. Neither her youth nor his prayers availed. 
On November 10th she di^ leaving Pepys at the age of 
thirty-six shaken and alone, with the world to begin anew. 
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Pepys* Diary contains some 1,300,000 words, covers over 3^0 
quarto pages and is contained in six volumes of slightly var\dng 
size. During his lifetime Pepys had these bound in leather, 
stamped in gold, with his arms, crest and motto, and placed on 
the shelves of his library, although, unlike his other books, they 
were not arranged in strict order of size but were kept together. 

The Diary is written in Thomas Shclton^s system 01 shorthand. 
Proper names and occasional words arc wrinen in longhand, and 
certain “roguish” passages in a curious intermixture of French, 
Spanish. Larin, Greek and English dialect words. These naturally 
add to difficulty of transcription from the shorthand, which 
otherwise presents no great problem. As Shelton s shorthand was 
known to many of Pepys’ contemporaries and was not a secret 
cipher — as is sometimes erroneously supposed — it has of late years 
been argued that Pepys’ sole motive in using it was to save dmc. 
But others, including Mr W. Matthews— our foremost expert 
on seventeenth-century shorthand — challenge this view on me 
grounds that the distinction between code and shorthand was for 
man y years Very slender, the same word charactcric bciiig 
used for both, and that English traveller of the period frequently 
carried MS. shorthand Bibles when visiting Catholic countries 
abroad in order to escape the attentions of the Inouisirion. It seems 
probable that, although the fadliry if afforded of writing quickly 
was a primary motive for the use of shorthand, Pepys was not 
uninfluenced by the knowledge that if would not be understo^ 
by those whom he had most reason to wish not to read it. The 

final sentences ofeheDwry lend support to this view. 

On Pepys’ death in 1703 the Diary with his other books pass^ 
for life to his nephew John Jackson, and on the latter s dcini« m 
1724. by Pepys* svish to his old College at Cambndge. Magdalene. 
Thougn noticed by Peter Leicester on his visit to Cambndge m 
1728. it was not transcribed dU 1819. when. foUowing the su<^ 
fill publication of Evelyn’s Diary, Lord Braybrookc, the Visitor 
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of Magdalene College, entrusted the task to a young Bachelor 
of Arts named John Smith. Smith s labours, which were per- 
formed with exceptional accuracy, took him three years and 
covered 9325 quarto pages in 56 volumes of longhand manu- 
script. A part of this only — amounting to little over a quarter of 
the whole — Lord Braybrookc subsequently published with far 
less accuracy in 1825 under the title of Metnoirs of Samuel Pepys. 
Subsequent editions with additional matter were published in 
1828, 1848-51, 1854 and 1858. 

In 1875 the Rev. Mynors Bright, after re-transcribing a part or 
the Diary on an interleaved copy of Lord Braybrooke s 1854 
edition, pubUshed about 70 per cent of the whole. The complete 
Diary, omitting only a number of short passages, whose indelicate 
nature was thought such as to preclude publication, was first 
printed from Mynors Bright’s MS. transcription under the 
editorship of Mr H. B. Wheatley between 1893 1899* 

Though a monument of labour, the text of this, the fullest edition, 
abounds in minor errors. For this reason, Mr F. McD. C. Turner, 
the present Pepysian Librarian, is preparing a new edition of the 
Diary from jonn Smith's transcript checked from the shorth^d 
original. Messrs George Bell and Sons will pubhsh this edition 
for the Master and FeDows of Magdalene College. 
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Note on Authorities cited 

The chief authorities for the earlier part of Pepys life are the 
Diary; the private and official letters printed by Dr J. R. Tanner 
in The Further Correspondetue of Samuel Pepys, by Mr Edwin 
Obappell in Shorihand Letters of Samuel Pepys, by Mr R. G. 
Howarth in Letters and the Sccottd Diary of Samuel Pepys (several 
of which had been previously published by Lord Braybrooke in 
The Memoirs of Samuel Pepys and by John Smith in the Life, 
Journals and Correspondence of Samuel Pepys ) ; the naval collections 
at Magdalene College, Cambridge, calendared in Volume i of 
Dr J. R. Tanner’s Catalogue of the Naval Manuscripts in the Pepysian 
Library; the Calendar of State Papers, Domestic Series, from 1658 to 
1669 the Reports of the Historical Manuscripts Commission and in 
particular those on the MSS. in theposscssionof MrJ. E. Hodgkin 
and of Magdalene Collece, Cambridge ; the residue of unpnntcd 
letters in the volume of Pepys* official correspondence recently 
purchased from the Pepys-CockereU family by the Trustees of 
the National Maritime Museum and referred to in 
as the Greenwich MS. ; and the vast accumulation of unpublished 
correspondence and memoranda contained in Volumes A, 62, 
170, 171, 174. 178. 182, 185. 187. 191 and 195 of the Rawhnson 
MSS. in the Bodleian Library. There arc also some early IcncR 
and other mancr in Volumes 73 - 75 . 77 and 83 of the Carte MSS. 
(removed in the eighteenth century from Hinchingbrookc, where 
there is still a certain amount of Pepysian mancr in the Sandwteh 
MSS.), but the more important of these have bc^ 

Mr R. G. Howarth. To tliis list should be added me MS. 
collection of Pepysian commentary made by the late 
H. B. Wheatley and the late Dr J. R. Tanner and used in the 
preparation of this book by the author; Mr N^catlcy s 
Pepysiana; Mr W. H. Whitcar’s Afore Pepysiatia; the Occasional 
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Papers read by Members at Meetings oj the Samuel Pepys Club', 
aivJ Mi Edwin Chappell’s admirable and exhaustive lecture 
dcli\ ercd to the Society for Nautical Research on February 
23rd, 1933, and printed in Volume xtx, No. 2 of The Alariner s 

Mirror. 
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Abiugtlon, Pepys vi«nic<i, 359 
Albemarle, Duchess of (Lady 
Monk), 1x9 

— George Monk, Duke of: began 

march on London, 78 ; arrival 
in London, 88-91 ; demanded 
restoration of the Long Parlia- 
ment, 90; appointed to Tan- 
gier Commission, 188; in 
charge of Admiralty, 256, 260; 
blamed the Earl of Sandwich 
for unprcparedticss of the Fleet, 
ayS; in command of the Fleet 
and at the Four Days’ Battle. 
296-9 ; otlicrw'isc mendoued, 
82, 100, 122, 252, 264. 285, 334 
Alcock, Tom, Pepys’ cousin, 26 

— Pepy*' “slio-couiin", 47 

Aldeburgh, Pepys lor, 

39* 

Alice, Pepys’ maid, 263 
Alibon, Dr, 373 

Allen, Rebecca (Mrsjowlcs), 154. 

214. 386 

— Capuinjohn. 154* 38 <> 

AUin, Sir Thomas, 38a 

Alsopp, Mr, the brewer and coi>- 
traccor, 

Audersoo. Charles, 34, iix 

Andrews, John, 85 

Angier, John, of Cambridge, 3 ^ 

— Percival, 36 

Anglesey, Lord, Treasurer to the 
Navy (succeeded Carteret), 

349. 362. 3*59 

Anne, Lady Batten s maid, <55 

— Jemimah Montagu’s maid, 77. 

89 


Archer, Betty, 37 
Archibald, Montagu’s butler, 49 
Arlington, Lord, see Bennet, Henry 
Asbtead. 23, 37, 53 
AihwcU. Mary, Mrs Pepys’ maid, 
206-11 ; dismissed, 216; 221 
A^urance, the. 140 
Audlcy End, Pepys visited, 93 
Axe Yard, 61. 82, 87, 9*. 99. ”7. 
130-2 

Aynsworth, Mrs, 36 
Ayscue, Sir George, 274, 276 

Backweli, Edward, the goldsmith. 

229, 288, 336 

Bagwell. William, carpenter of 
Deptford, 215, 240 

— Mrs, 215, 240. 243, 246. 264. 

268. 269. 312. 3*8. 385, 387 
Baidcs, Marquis de, 46 
Baldock, 26, 164 
Banister, John, musiciau, 356 
Bankes, Sir John, 283 
Bankside, 21, 307 
Barebones, “Praise-God”, 9*. 92 
Barking, 185, 256 

Church (All Hallows) saved 

from the Fire, 310 
Barlow, Thomas, former Clerk of 
the Acts, 120, 123-7. *42, 150 i 
died, 253 

Bamardiston, George, P*py* 
cousin. 36 

Bara Elms, 333. 34^ 

Barnet, 14* 

Barnwell, Robert, 26, 48, 48fi. 

— Abbey, 35 
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Bartholomew Fair, 22; Pcpys’ 
character revealed at, 367 
Barton, John, 26 
Bath. Pcpys visited, 361 
Batten, Lady, 137, 140, 170, i8x 

— Miss Martha, 137 

— Sir Wilham, Surveyor to the 
Navy ; charaaer and social 
tastes, 134-5; dined svith 
Perys, 137. 149: visit to Chat- 
ham, 153-4; Pcpys 

162, 168 : his laziness and cor- 
ruption, i8x- 2, 183, 211, 227, 
243 ; joint owner with Pepys of 
the Flying Crryhcund, 328-30, 
349; death, 34^; otherwise 
mentioned, 121. 143. 150, 153. 
162, 169, 175, 186, 190, 200, 
236. 256, 277, 301, 307-8, 309. 
339 

Baynard’s Castle, 308 
Beale, Mr, 125, 126 
Bear-Garden, the, 21 
Beauty Retire, Pcpys* song, 293 
Beckc, Betty, 219-20 

— Eleanour, cousin of Robert 

Pepys, 8s 

Beckford. Tiiomas, 283 
Bell, Mn, Pcpys’ aunt, died of 
plague, 281 
“Bell’* Inn. the. 95 
Bennct, Henry (Lord Arlington), 
Secretary of State, 252, 370 
Bennett, Madam, the famous bawd, 
6711. 

Berchinshaw, John, 176 
Bergen, action off, 270-1 
Berkeley of Stratton, Lord, 122, 

135. 242 

Bernard, Sir Robert, 161, 197, 
198 

Bethnal Green, 308, 333 
Betterton, Thomas, the actor, 169 
Betty, Montagu's maid, 49 
Bezurt, the, yadit, 274 


Billing, Mr Wren’s man, 365 

— the Quaker, 90 

Birch. Colonel John, 139, 349 

— Jane, Pepys’ servant, see under 

Pepys, Samuel : Maids 
Bishopsgate, 311 

Blackbume, Robert, 65, zoo, loi, 
123, »28, 383 
Blackhiars, 16 

“Black Spread Eagle”, the, tavern, 

17 

Blake, Admiral Robert, 43 
Bland, Mrs, 252 

Bludworth, Sir Thomas, Lord 
Mayor of London, 306 
Bodleian Library, Pcpys MSS., 
249. 282n., 395 
Bostock. Ml, 6in. 

Botolph Lane, 308 
Bowyer, William, sen., 59; his wife 
and daughters, 60, 117, 151, 

195 

— William, jun., 59 
Boyle, Richard, 260 

Boyle’s Hydrosuiia, read by Pcpys, 
334 

Bradshaw, Richard, 62 
Brampton : Pepys’ visits to, 159-64, 
197-9. 226, 358; John Pepys 
settled at, 165 ; Mrs Pcpys sent 
there, 190, 21 1 ; Samuel and his 
wife both there, 218, 226; 
Pepys sent his wife, father, and 
money to, 336; 338, 350 
Brecock, of Stevenage, 26 
Breda, the, 277 

Breda, Declaration of, 107; Peace 
of. 339 

Bride’s Lane, 17, 21 
Bright. T., author of Charaaerie, 
Son. 

Bristol, Pepys visited, 361 
Brooke, Sir Robert, 348, 348n., 391 
Brouncket, Lord, Navy Commit* 
sioner, 248, 272. 274-5, 293, 
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Brounckcr, Lord (conL) 

3*7, 3*8. 3*9. 3i7. 333. 334. 
346. 354. 376. 383 

Browne, Alexander, the drawing- 
master, 269 

Brownlow, William. 28 
Brussels. Pepys visited. 392 
Buckden. 160 

Buckingham, Pepys visited, 359 

— Duke of. 365, 366. 370. 384 
Buntingford, Mrs Pepys taken ill at, 

218 

Burnett, Dr, physician, 235, 263 
Burr, John, Pepys' clerk, 97, lox, 
102. 105. 108. 132 
Burrows, John, the slopsdler, 250 

— Lieut., 319 

— Mrs, 319 
Burton, Hezekiah, 34 

Butler, “Monsieur rimperdncnt", 

65 


Cadiz, 46 

Calthorpe. the banker, 84 

Cambridge, ij; Pepys at, 31-8; 
visit of Pepys, 92, 162; John 
Pepys at. 92. 158 

Cambridgeshire, 13-15 

Cannon Street, 308 

Canterbury, Pepys at, 1 14, x 15 . 

Carcassc, James, Clerk of the Ticket 
Office, 347 

Carteret, Sir George. Treasurer of 
the Navy: appointed, X2t; 
supported Pepys in the Navy 
Board. 156, 182, 225; marriage 
of his son with Lady Jem Mon- 
ugu, 265-7; resigned, 349; 
otherwise mentioned. 123, 135, 
x88, 254, 287, 296, 315. 3 X 7 «- 

— Lady, 265, 27X 

— Philip, son of Sir George, 265-7 

Castle, — , 34 

— the timber merchant, 227, 249 
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Castlcmaine, Barbara Palmer, 
Countess of. 213; Pepys 
dreamed of, 268; 3350.; 385 
Catharine of Braganza, Queen. 156; 
arrival in England. 179; Pepys 
dreamed of. 215; 294 
Chancery, eases against Pepys in, 
169. X99; settled out ol Court, 

2X8 

Chancery Lane, 125 
Chappell. Edwin. 285 
Chartuferie, Bnghr's, Son. 

Chaniig Cross. 29. 40 
Charles 1 , King, 19. 25; executed, 
29 ; statue of, 98 

Charles 11 , King : rumours of re- 
storarion, 94 ; issued the De- 
claration of Breda, 107; came 
aboard the Naseby^ 112: talked 
of his adventures, 113: biided 
at Dover. 113: coronation of. 
149-53 ; took notice of Pepys, 
257. 281, 298. 353. 354; activi- 
ties in the Fire, 306-7: other- 
wise mentioned, 74, 110, 265, 
276, 285, 316, 330, 335rt., 
390 

Chatham. 122. 153; abuses dis- 
covered by Pepys, aii; 249; 
the Dutch at, 337; court mar- 
tial at, 386 

Chatliam Chest for disabled tea- 
men, X86, 227 

Chelsea, 25. 44; Sandwich lodged 
at. 2X9-2X 

“Chequers" lim, Holbom, 98 
Chescenon, 35 
Chetwind, Mr, 61 
Child. Josiah, the banker. 283 
Cholmcly, Hugh, x88f*., 335/1. 
Christmas, Mr, 28 
Christ's College. Cambridge. 92 
Church of England, the. under the 
Protectorate, 69-70 
Clare Market, 65 
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Clarendon, Edward Hyde, Earl ot 
no, ii6, 257; displeased with 
Pepys, 237; complimented 
Pepys, 328 ; dismissed, 346, 384 
Clarke, Mrs, set Kite 
CUypole, John (Cromwell’s son- 
in-law), 130 

Clerkc, Dr, 113, 178-9, 265 
ClerkcnwcU, 21 

Clcrksliip of the Privy Seal, 129, 

188 

ClifTord. Sir Thomas, 366, 383 
Coach, Pepys bought a, 378 
“Cock” Inn, the, 357 
Cocke, Captain George, hemp mer- 
chant, 223, 2351 paymaster, 

245; 272; at Greenwich, 274- 
276: 277. 280. 32d, 365 
Cockpit, Whitehall, 264 
Coke, L.C.J., 23n. 

Cole, Jack, 28, 107 
Coleman, a guar^man, 343 
Coleridge. S. T., opinion of Pepys, 

153 

Combe Farm, plague at, 269 
Committee of Public SaJfety, 73, 75 
Compton, Sir William, i88m. 

Cooke, Capuin Henry, 241 

— Sir Robert, 21 
Cooling, Richard, 123 
Cooper, Sir Anthony (Lord Aslilcy, 

bter £ail of Shaftesbury), 84, 

326 

— Samuel, painter, 368 

— Pepys’ mathematical tutor, 184, 

190, 202 
Comhill, 308 
Cottenham, 15, 25 
Country, Captain Richard, 73 
Coventry, Sir William, secretary to 
James, Duke of York : rebt ons 
with Navy Board, 122-4; Ap- 
pointed to Navy Board, 182; 
supported Pepys in reforms, 

182, 187, 201, 224; sailed with 


the Fleet, 242; at the Battle of 
Lowestoft, 257-9; knighted 
and made Privy Councillor, 
261 ; defended Pepys against 
the Admirals, 303; resigned. 
328; proposed economies in 
the Navy, 34.5 ; praised Pepys’ 
oratory, 353; Bung into the 
Tower, 384; otherwise men- 
tioned, 29ri., 112, 119, 172, 224, 
247, 252-3, 254-5. 264. 270. 
277. 285-6, 287, 291, 296, 300- 

302, 309. 333, 335, 338. 349. 
364, 384, 391 
Cranbome, 296 

Creed, John (secretary to the Earl 
of Sandwich). 49; deputy 
treasurer of the Fleet, 97; loi, 
106, 148. 150, 152, x8o, x88n., 

237, 378. 384 

Crewe, Mrs (Jemima Lady), 77 

— John (first Lord Crewe, father 

of Lady Sandwich), 49, 91, 92. 
95. 99. 266 

— John (son of Lord Crewe), 
49 

— Thomas (son of Lord Crewe), 

49 

— Mrs Ann (Sandwich’s sister-in- 

law), 48 

Crisp, Diana, 63, 99, 131-2 

— Laud, 63, 99, 131 

— Mrs, 63, 99, 100, 131 
Crofts, Mr, 129 
Cromleholme, Samuel, 29, 92 
Cromwell, Henry, 27 

— Oliver, Lord Protector, 26, 27, 

32, 42. SO, 72, 257 

— Sir Oliver, 25 

— Richard, 72 
Crowland, Abbey of, 14, 23 
Croxton, Mrs, 233 
Cumberland, *'Didc” (afterwards 

Bishop of Peterborough), 28, 
34. 34n.. 36. 324 
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Customs Office, Pep>'s studied re- 
cunu of, 173 

Cutler, Mr, the merchant, 323 
Cuttance, Captain Roger, 65, 
101-2, 105. 149, i88ri., 274 


Dagnams (Dagenham), 266, 269 
Daily Express building, 164 
Dalton, Mr, a wine-seller, 150 
Dancing lessons. 207-10 
Daniel, Lieutenant, 297 

— Mrs, 297, 3*9. 343. 367 
Davies, Tom, 28 

Davis, Mr and Mrs (Pepys’ neigh- 
bours), 136, 14*. *46. 147 

— Mr, storekeeper at Deptford, 

141 

Day, Mary, see Pepys, Mary 

— Mr, carpenter, 94 
Deal, 105, 106 

Deane, Anthony. 185, 237. 247, 
294. 328, 382 

Deering, E., the plank-mcrchant. 
251 

Delft, Pepys visited, no 
Delkes, the waterman. 269 
Denham, Sir John, 151 
Deptford, 4on., 134, 138-41, 175» 
215, 264; Caterer’s house, 
265-8; fireships provided, 333 
Desborough, General John, 75 
“Dog" Tavern, the. King Street. 
59, 96, 352 

Doling, Tom. 61. 107 
“Dolphin” Inn, the. Tower St., 
135, *36, 169, 177, 3*0 
Dover, 1 13 ; Dutch Fleet off, 297 
Downing, Sir George: character, 
57, 58; 66, 8a, 87-9, 94, 9<5. 
120, 288-9; Secretary to the 
Treasury, 332 
Downs, the, 103. 157 
Doyly, Sir W., 272 
Drumbleby's, 363 


Drury Lane. Theatre, 207; Plagtie 
in, 259 

Dryden, John, 34, 258 
Duck Lane, 357 

Duke’s House, theatre, 356, 387 
Dutch Republic, war with, 
rumours of, 223 ; outbreak of 
243; preparations for, 253-6; 
the Fleet’s unpreparedness, 278, 
281; Battles: Lowestoft (June, 
1665), 258-60. failure at Ber- 
gen (Aug.), 270-1. Sandwich’s 
victory otf WcUbank (Sept.), 
271-2, Four Days’ Battle in the 
Downs (June, 1666), 297. 

Albemarle's victory (July 
25th), 301, Holmes’ raid 011 
Vheland (Aug.), 302, Dutch 
fleet in Medway *^7). 

330; Peace of Breda (August, 
1667), 339; oihcrw'isc men- 
tioned 236, 257 
Dymock, Sir E.. 151 


Earle, Dr John, 113 
Eastcheap. 308 
East India Company, 288 
Edisbury, Kenrick, ghost of, 154 
Edwards. Tom, Pepys’ hoy, 241, 
259; married Jane Birch, 385 
Eglin. Mr, 95 
Elborough, Robert, 28 
Eliezer, Pepys’ boy, 97. *ot, 109, 

>32 

Elizabeth, Queen of Bohemia, no 
Ensum, Robert. Paulina Pepys* 
lover, 358 
Epictetus, 36, 191 
Epping, 93; P«Py»' visit to the 

Forest, 185 

Epsom, 23; expedition to the 
Downs, 34*“2 

Erith. 1 57. 274 ; Pepy* visited. 275-6 
Essex House, 382 
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Evelyn, John, 53, 71, 272. 294, 311, 
319. 333. 339; ^ house, 342; 

392 

Exchange, the Royal, 39, 45, 308, 
311. 322 

Exchequer. Coun of, 56-61 
Excise Department, the, 58 

’‘Falcon’* lim. Cambridge. 35, 92 
Falconer, Mr, Clerk of the Rope- 
yard. 228 

Falmouth. Earl of. 260 
Fenchurch St.. 263. 310 
Fcimer, Tl\omai. the blacksmith, 
uncle of Samuel. 20. 68. 87. 
166: family of, 166 

— Katherine (Mrs A. Joyce), 68, 

337. 357 

— Mary (Mrs Will Joyce), 68 
Fens, the, 13 

Ferdinando, the Jew merchant. 54/1. 
Ferrers, Captain William, 49, 163, 
372 

Field, “a scoundrel”, 199 
Fire of London. 304-13 ; extent oC 
311-2 

Fish Street Hill, 39, 307 
Fisher, Payne, 52 

Fishery, Corporation for regulating 
the, 230 

Fitzharding, Lord. 25a 
Fleet St., 16. 20, 309; and Fleet 
River, 309 

Flecrwood. Charles, 75 
Flying Greyhound, Pepys* privateer, 
328-30 

Ford, Sir Richard, 141, 181, i88n.. 

329, 378 

Fossan, Thomas, 34 

Fowler, Mr, of the Navy Office, 

153 

Fowlmere, 92 
Fox, Charles James, 37 

— Stephen, 113, 149 


Fulham, 388 

Fuller. Thomas, antiquary, 65 
— William (Bishop of Limerick), 
64, 64rt.. 77 
Fuller’s IVonhies, 176 

Garlick Hill. 53 
Gatehouse Prison, 259 
Gauden. Dennis, the Victualler, 228, 
256. 258, 280, 281-4, 311. 327, 
366. 376 

Gaze not on Swans. Pepys’ song, 176 
Gentleman. Jane, Pepys’ maid, 230 
Gibson. Richard. 291. 336. 364 
Gloucester. Henry, Duke o(. 112 
Godolphin. Sir William, 379 
Goods. John. 49 
Gorham’s Alehouse, 160, 161 
Gosnell. Mrs Pepys’ maid, 195 
Graveley. 163. 164 
Gravesend. Pepys at. 115. 334 
Greatorex. Ralph, instrument- 
maker. SI. 85, 184 
Greenlife, Major, 63 
Greenwich, 256, 258, 261, 271; 
Pepys’ prize goods seized at, 
276: riots by unpaid seamen, 
277; plan for a naval hospital, 

294 

Gregory, Mr, of the Exchequer, 61 
Gre^ani College, 153. 313 
Griffin, Will, the caretaker, 175 
Guildford, Pepys at. 156 
Gunning, Peter (beer Bishop of 
Ely), 71, 72, 83 
Gwynn, Nell, the actress, 356 

Hackney Marshes, 388 
Hague. The. Pepys at. 108-11 
“Half Way House”, Rotherhithe, 
207. 208, 340 

Hamburg, English convoy from, 

257 

Hampstead. Pepys visited, 264 
Hannah, Pepys^ cook, 206, 216 
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Harbord, Sir Charles. 379 
Hare, Captain. 45 
Harman. Sti John, 2sr7» 299, 339 
Harp, the. 99 

“Harp and BaU“ Inn. the. 66 
Harper's Coffee House, 59, 62, 67, 
86. 96. 152 
Harrington, John, 86 
Harris, the sailmaker. 250 

— Henry, 318. 356 
Hart, Major. 148 
Hartlib, Sam. 61. 62 
Harvey, Sir Thomas, 339 
Harwich Dockyard, 247, 300, 328, 

331".. 333 

Haslerigg, Sir A., 90 
Hatfield. 26 

Hawley, Pepys’ colleague, S 7 » 3®, 
63. 83. 88. 94. 96, 238 
Hayes, J., 302/1. 

Hayls,J., painter. 303 
Haytcr. Thomas, 97. *23, 143, 17S» 
191, 203. 225; commined to 
prison, 239; 291, 307, 3<5> 338 . 
352. 364 

Hely, Mistress, 37 
Henrietta of Orleans, 112 
Herrick, quoted, 18, 19 
Herring, John, 71 

Hewer. Will, Pepys’ personal atten- 
dant and clerk : character, 128 ; 
148, 162. 241, 239. 309. 310, 
336, 34 ». 352 » 338, 364^ 374 - 3 . 
377 . 387 

Hewson, Colonel John, 76, 78 
Highgate, Pepys visited, 264 
Hill, Joseph, of Magdalene College, 
34 » 36. 93 

— Mr, theinstrument-makcr, 32, 63 
Hindungbrooke, 25, 43 . 4 ^» 

ganisadoD of household, 48 • 
as retreat in troubled times, 73 

— Lord, see Montagu, Edward 
Hind, Mr, 36 

Hingston, John, 52 
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History of the Navy, Pepys’ intended, 
212 

Hogg. Captain, 329-30 
Holbom Conduit, 387 
Holden. Mr. 233 

Holland, Pepys’ visit to, ioft-12 ; 
see also Dutch Republic 

— Capuio Philip. 140 
Holher, Thomas, 53, 234 
HoIUns,John, 34 

Hollond’s Dtuourses of the Natry, 187 
Holmes, Captain Robin, 41, 171 
184. 202-3, 208. 301. 337 
Hoole. William, of Magdalene Col- 
lege. 34 

Horse Guards Parade, 61 
Houblon. James and Isaac, mer- 
chants, 303 

Howe. Will, 49, 105, 106, 123, 151. 

137. 2>9. 220. 274 

Howlctt, Betty (Mrs Michell), 65, 
214. 305. 321. 322. 343 . 388 

— Mis. 65. 352 
Hungerford. Pepys visited, 339 
Hunt. Mr, of the Excise (Pepys’ 

neighbour in Axe Yard), 63, 
64. 92. 132. 208. 221 

— Mrs. 63, 64. 127, 152 
Huntingdon. 26-^, 161, 197 

— WiUiam ofi 13 
Huntsmore, 60, 96 

Hyde Park, 44 Pepys rode in, 207 
293, 388; Comer, 23 

Ibbott. Edmund, the preacher, 105, 
108 

Dford. 185 

Impington. 15.25; PepY* . >^3 

Ingoldsby, Colonel, 49 
Isle of Dogs. Pepys stranded in, 267 
Islington, 21. 177 ; Pepy» visited, 304 
Is is Deaeed, Pepys' song. 318 

Jackson. John, married Paulina 
Pepys, 338 
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James, Duke of York, Lord High 
Admiral : promised favour to 
Pepys, 1 13, 120; inquiry into 
flag dispute, 171; insmictions 
to Navy, 173 ; member of the 
Commission on Tangier, 188; 
took notice of Pepys, 231, 239 ; 
praised him, 253, 358; went to 
sea, 242, 256; at the Batdc of 
Lowestoft, 258-60; disavowed 
Lord Sandwich over prizes, 
276, 279 ; Pepys wrote to, 296 ; 
activities in stopping the Fire, 
306-11; consulted Pepys on 
reforms in Na\y Office, 364-6, 
375-6; otherwise mentioned. 
107, H2. 151, 187, 224. 265, 
283, 299. 316. 337, 349, 383-5. 
388. 390 

James, Mrs (Pepys’ aunt), 20, 54 
Jargon used in Pepys’ Diary, 268, 
295. 318, 320-1. 357. 368, 371, 
373. 386 

Jarvis, the barber, 239 

Jenkins, Mr, of Westminster, 97 

Jessop. Mr. 138 

Jinny, a charity girl, 216 

Johnson, Mrs, 89 

Jones, Colonel, 50». 

Jones, Colonel, 50ft. 

Joyce, Andiony, 68, 149, 232, 311; 
died, 357 

— Will, 68, 87, 149, 232, 260 
Joyliffe, Dr, 53 

Justice of the Peace, Pepys made a, 
138, 201 


Kelsey, Colonel, 74 
Kensington. 44 . 357 
Kent Street, plague in, 279 
KUligrow, Thomas, 113. 304 
“Kbig’s Head” Iim, Islington, 21 
— Lambeth marsh, 215 
Kthgsland, 13, 23, 24 


Kingsmill, Sir F., 38 
King’s Theatre, ffie, 318, 340 
Kipps, Mr, 124-5 
Kite, the butcher, 20 

— Elizabeth (Mrs Barton), aunt of 

Samuel Pepys, 26 

— Ellen, aunt of Samuel, 24 

— Julian (Mrs Clarke), aunt of 

Samuel, 166 

— Margaret, mother of Samuel, 

see Pepys, Margaret 

— Peg, 166 

Knepp, Mrs, the actress, 293, 295. 

317, 3 i 8. 325. 340, 356-7. 367. 
370 

Lambert. General John, 75 

— Lieutenant David, 105, 106. 143 
Lambeth. 43, 340; marsh. 215 
Lane, Betty (M« Martin), 66, 130, 

214-5. 219-20, 238; married 
Martin, 238, 246; 295. 312, 
316; her child’s christening, 
321 ; 333. 343, 387 

— Doll, 319, 343, 367, 387 
Langley, Dr, 28 

— Mr, 6lrt. 

Lanyon, Tangier merchant. 228, 327 
Laud, Archbishop, 19. 24 
Lawrence, Goody, 23 
Lawson. Admiral John. 82, loi; 

died of wounds, 260. 261 
Lewes, Thomas, Gauden’s clerk, 
281 

Limehouse. 247 
Lime St., 135, 144 
Litdeton, Sir Thomas, 353, 369. 376 
Lock, Matthew, 52, 90, 91, 106 
I^ombard Street, 45, 308 
London, Pepys bom at, 16; Old 
London described, x6; under 
the Puritans, 20-22 ; Pepys 
settled in, 37; in 1660, 91; 
Plague, 259, 263-81 ; Fire. 
304-13 ; Bridge. 305 
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Loruhtt, the; 105, 112 
Long Reach, the. loi 
Lowestoft. Battle oC 25S-60 
Lowtlier, Mn Peg, 319. 355 
Ludgate l-liU, 309 
LueUin. Peter, 60, 61, 88, 328 

Madingley, 35 

Magdalene Collie, Cambridge, 
32-7. 93 

Maidstone, Pepys vsited, 385 
Mann, Mr, 133 
Mardyke, 49 

Mare Clausum, byjolm Sclden, 172 
Margaret, Tom Pepys’ maid, 233 
Mark Lane, 120, 304 
Mailboroiigh, Earl of, 260 
Marlow, Nat'y Office messenger, 
277 

Marsh’s Tavern, 60, 64, 88, 97 
Martin, Mr, Purser, 329 

— Bctry, see Lane, Betty 
Mary, Pepys’ cook, 259, 263 

— ^ora the “Harp and Ball’’, 264 
Mary, the, 261 

Maryicbonc Garden, Pepy^ «. 357 
Matbcmatics, Pepys studied, 184 
Matthews, W., 8 ib., 393 

— Mr, 129 

Medway, the, English Beet moored 
in, 331 ; Dutch fleet forced an 
entrance, 335 
Meggou, Ricliard, 28 
Mennes, Sir John, Comptroller ot 
die Navy, 170; opposed Pepys 
over house, 190; 201, 211, 326; 
incompetent, 236; 243, 245. 
248, 250, 256, 372, 275» 334. 

349, 364. 376. 383. 390 
Mercer, Mary, becomes compamoo 
to Mrs Pepys, 24*, 258, 259. 
263, 295, 304 i mother, 
309: d*f"****^ 3<>8; 318, 335 
Mercers’ Company, 31-2; its Hall, 
138 


Merchant Taylors* Guild, 16, 31, 42 
MicheU, Mrs (mother-in-law of 
Betty Howieit), 65 
Middleton, Colonel Thomas, Com- 
nxissioncf of the Nas-y, 24S, 
316. 331. 377. 383. 385-6 

— Mrs, 298 

Miles’ Coffee House, 86, 91 
Mills, Daniel. Rector of St Obve’s. 

263, 281, 333 
Milton, John. 25 

Mingo, Sir W. Batten’s negro boy. 

137, 138. 200. 277 
Mint, Pepys visited the, 209 
“Mitre" Inn. the, 144 
Moleyns, Dr James, 54. 54t». 

Monl^ General, see Albemarle, 
Duke of 

— Lady, see Albemarle, Duchess of 
Monugu. Sir Edward, see Sand- 
wich, Earl of 

— Edwaitl (Lord Hinching- 

brookc), son of the Earl of 
Sandwich, 77, iio-iii, 355«-. 
37a. 379 

— George, 95. 353 

— Lady (nie Crewe), see Sand- 

wi<^. Countess of 

— Lady \tUe Paulina Pepys), Sand- 

wich’s mother, 25 
Montagu, Lady Jemimah (Sand- 
wich’s dauj^ter), 76, 84, 89,95. 
219 ; married to Carteret’s son. 
263-7 

— Lady Paulina (Sandwich’s 
dai^ter), 76 

— Sir Sidney (father of Lord 
Sandwich), 25, 27 

— Sidney (son of Lord Sandwich), 

77. 379 

Moore, Henry, 64, 91, 94, 96, *29, 
162, 2x9. uo 

Moorficlds, 137; Pepy** aasigna- 
docs in. 240. 243. 387*. pUgue 
pit in, 270; 31X 
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Morland, Samuel, of Magdalene 
CoUege, 34, 36 

Mortality, Bills of, during the 
Plague, 263, 267, 269 
Mossutn, Robert (Bishop of 
Derry), 71 
Mount. Mr, 61 

Muddiman, Henry, a journalist, 86 
MuUiner, Goody, 35 
Murford. Mr, xi8, 358, 360 
— Mrs, 65 
Musketry, Lord, 260 
Myngs, Christopher, Admiral, 274, 
276; funcraJ of, 300 

Naseby, the. 43, 65, 74. loa-13 ; re- 
named the Charles, 112; 184; 
taken by the Dutch, 339 
Narional Maritime Museum, Pepys’ 
MSS., 256n. 

Navy, the : 

Clerkship of Acts, 118-26. 133, 
144 

Contracts. 225-8. 248-9. 261-2 
Corruption in. 175, 180-6, 187-8. 

326. 346 
Cost, 223-5 
Economics, 224-6, 345 
Estimates. Parliamentary. 254 
Fleet laid up, 331 
Mutinous seamen, 278, 316, 331 
Navy Board, 116-22; 138-40; 
duties deBned by ^c Duke, 
173-4; 248. 271; cridcised, 
338, 346; changes in, 349 
Navy Office, Pepys began work 
at, 97; 123; saved from the 
Fire, 309 

Parliamentary Commission on 
scandab, 348-53 

Principal Officers: salary, 124; 
129: to Greenwich to avoid 
the Plague, 271 
Prizes, 272-80, 326. 354 
.Pursers, dudes o£^ 2S>o-3, 294 


Navy, the (eoni.) 

Reforms attempted, 180-6. 187- 
8. 326, 346. 364-7, 376, 380-3, 
390 

Shortage of men, 254-6. 300 
Shortage of money, 254-6, 271, 

277, 281, 286-9, 294. 314-^. 
326 

Strikes in dockyards, 277, 331 
Supply of stores, 246-50 
Victualling system, 175, 271, 
281-6. 290, 302 

See also Dutch Republic, war 
with 

New Amsterdam (New York), 339 
Newgate Market, 357 
Nevrington Green, 24; Ford, 155 
Newport Pagncll. Pepys visited, 359 
Nicholson, Thomas, 34 
Noble, John, Pepys’ father’s ser- 
vant. 233 

Norc, the, 273 ; Pepys visited. 274 ; 

Dutch fleet at, 334 
North, Roger, 70 
Northumberland. Lord, 143, 173 
Norton, Joyce, 54, 90 
Norton St Philip, Pepys visited, 361 

Oldfield Diary, 7911. 

"Old Swan’’ Inn, the, 305, 321 
Opdam, Dutch Admiial, 260 
Orange, Princess of, no 
Osborae. Francis, Advice to a Son, 
193. 241 

Osborne. Sir Thomas (Earl of 
Danby), 370 

Oxford, the Court at, 276-9 ; Par- 
liament at, 279 ; Pepys visited. 
369 

Page, Miss F, M,, Estates of Crour- 
land Abbey, 14«. 

Palmer, Mr, 4on. 

— Sir Geofrrey, Attorney-General, 
124 
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Padiament : the Long, 24, 90 ; the 
Rump, 72, 82, 90.9*: *39; at 
Oxford, 279; examined Navy 
accounts, 315-7. 345; Pcpys 
three times examined by, 348 ; 
his speech to, 35^-3. 354 
Parry, MLr, 61 

Payne, Nell. Pcpys’ maid, 343, 385 
Peachell, John, 34 
Pembletoo, the dandng-tnastcr, 
207-10, 217, 3*8 
PeningtoD, Judith. 290 
Penn, Sir WiUiam, Commissioner 
of the Navy Board, appointed, 
122 ; ebaraaer and atuinments, 
134-6; dined with Pepys, 137, 
149; Pepys’ growing dislike, 
156, 170. 181-2, X9o; sailed 
with the Fleet. 242, 245, 256; 
Vice-Admiral, 270; shared 
plunder from prizes, 273-S; 
enbeised the Heet captains’ 
tactics, 299; joint ownership 
with Pcpys of a privateer, 
328-30; impeached 354; 
otherwise mentioned. X43, X50, 
l8x, 211. 236. 304. 309. '328, 
332. 340. 355. 379. 384 
Penn, William, the younger, 17X, 

24* 

— Lady, 260, 341 

— Peg, 209 ; see Lowther, Peg 
Pcpys family, i4-x<5; in the Civil 

Wars, 27; marriages of, 38; 
Samuel’s devotion to, X58 

— Anne (widow of Robert Trice 
and of Roben Pcpys of 
Brampton), 26, X59-^*» *<^3. 
168 

— Apollo, of Gray’s Inn (Samuel’s 

great-uncle, d. 1644), 15. 25, 
27, 48 

— Edith (2nd wife of John Pcpys 
of Cottenham), X 5 , 15^ 

— Edward of Broomsthotpe (son 


of John Pcpys of Ashtead), 
died. 222 

Pepys, Elizabeth {tUe Le Mardiant 
de St Michel), wife of Samuel : 
Parentage. 38; married Samuel, 
39; charaaer. 40; early mar- 
ried life, 40-a; Batten’s Valen- 
tine, 137-8 ; at the Coronation, 
150-2; rivalry with Lady 
Batten, 170, 181; aiTair with 
Pcmbleton. 207-10. 217; taken 
ill at Buntingford, 218: struck 
by Samuel, 245; to Woolwich 
to avoid the Plague, 263 ; saw 
the Fire of London, 307; gave 
Mercer oobce, 308; escaped 
from the Fire to Woolwich, 
310-2; home again. 313; neg- 
lected by Samuel. 325; her 
portrait painted, 368; dis- 
covered Pepys with Deb, 3.^8; 
admitted to being a Roman 
Catholic, 369; anger with 
Samuel over Deb, 370-*. 
374-5. 377. 380; driving in 
Hyde Park, 388; died. 592 
Housekeeping, 51, 189.193-4.222 
ni health. 41, 117. *30, ai8, 343 
Jealousy of Samuel, 194. 3*7-8, 
325. 344. 363. 374-80; Samuel 
jealous of her. 41, 207-10, 2x1, 
231. 241. 269. 343. 387 
Journeys and outings ; to Hunt>' 
more, 60; to Woolwich, 140; 
to Porwmouth. 155; to Gravc- 
ley, 164; to Brampton, 2it-6; 
to Brampton and Buntingford, 
2X8, 238-40; to Brampton 
with Pepys’ money, 33<^; 
Epsom, 341-2; to Brampton, 
3 j 6; with Samuel to the West 
Country. 358-62; went abroad 
with SamueL 392 
Maids and companions, tee 
Pepys, Samuel, Maids; and see 
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Pepy^, Elizabeth {font.) 

Ash well, Mary; C^nell, Mis; 
Mercer. Mary ; Pepys, “Pall”; 
Willct, Deb 

Presents, received from Samuel. 
109, 132, 206, 269 ; &om Baity, 
a dog, 90, 1 17. 13^. U6 
Otherwise mentioned, 51, 60, 62, 
65, 66, 67, 82, 83, 85. 87, 9<5. 98, 
104, 108. 109, 117, 126, 127. 
J36. 145, 147. 168. 170, 17s. 
178. 205, 216. 228, 238. 244. 
250, 258, 264, 296. 323. 336, 
340, 350. 379 

— Elizabeth (daughter of L.C.J. 

Pepys), see Stradwick, Mrs 

— Jacob (Samuel's brother), 6. and 

4. 1637, 16 

— Jane (daughter of John Pepys of 

Ashtcad), see Turner, Mrs Jane 

— John, of Cottciiham and Im- 

pington (Samuel's great- 
grandfather), d. 1589. 15, i<rt. 

— John, of Cottenham (gteat- 

tancle of Samuel), d. 1604, 15 

— John (father of Samuel). 15, 16, 

31. 42, 68, 95, 147, 156, 159- 
165 ; settled at Brampton, 165* 
235 ; Samuel’s kindness to, 203, 

324; 336 

— John (Samuel's elder brother), 

1632-40, 16, 24 

— John (Samuel’s youngest 

brother), 1641-77, 35W.. 68; at 
Cambridge, 92, 98. 158; started 
on his career by Samud, 323 

— John, of Ashtead and Salisbury 

Court, 23, 23fi., 37. S3 

— Dr J(^in, ofTrinity Hall, Cam- 

bridge (son of Talbot Pepys 
and first coufin to Samuel’s 
fittber), 32, 164, 197 

— Judith (daughter of L.C.J. 

Pcpf 9 )t set Scott, Mrs 

— Margaret (tide Kite), mother of 


Samuel Pepys, 16, 158, 165, 
263 ; died, 323 

— Mary [nde Day), wife of 
Thomas the Black, 15 

— Mary (Samuel's sister), 1627- 

1640, 16, 24 

— Paulina (wife of Sir S. Mon- 

tagu). see Montagu, Lady 

— Paulina (“PaU”), sister of 

Samuel, 68, 86, 92, 148, 158, 

162, 165, 205, 324; married 
John Jackson, 358 

— l^cbard. Lord Chief Justice of 
Ireland (first cousin to Samuel’s 
father), d. 1659. 43, 68, 77 

— Robert, brother of Samuel, fc. 

and d. 1638, 16 

— Robert, of Brampton (uncle of 

Samuel) : promised to make 
Samuel his heir, 95; death ofi 
159 ; business arising from will, 
160-9; otherwise mentioned, 
26, 62, 74, 85, 94. 130, 

130, 158 

— Roger, Af.P., of Impington 

(son of Talbot Pepys and first 
cousin to Samuel’s father), 47, 

163. 197-9. 348. 368 

Pepys, Samuel : 

Life : bom, 16 ; childhood, 16-25 » 
at Huntingdon. 25-6; St Paul's 
School, 27-30; sizar ofTrinity 
Hall, 32; Magdalene College, 
Cambridge,. 32-7; met and 
married Elizabeth de St 
Michel, 37-9; services for 
Montagu, 43-50; relations 
with John Crewe. 50 ; duties at 
the ^chequer, 56; Clerk to 
Downing, 56 ; went to sea widi 
Montagu, 73; relations with 
Montagu in 1659, 75; began 
die 79 > ^ Rota 

Club, 86; party at Surgeon 
Pierce's, 87; promised a place 
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Pcpys, Samuel, Life {cent.) 

by Elowning, 88; saw Monk’s 
arrival in London, 90; visit to 
Cambridge, 9a ; Shrovetide 
revels, 94; became Montagu's 
secretary, 94 ; at the Na>’y 
0£Bce, 97; “infinity of busi- 
ness”, 100; aboard the hSaseby, 
read the Declaration of 
Breda, 107; ashore in Holland, 
108-12; returned with Charles 
n to England, 212-4; Can- 
terbury, 115; obuined Clerk- 
ship of the Aca. 118-26; M.A. 
(Cantab.), 124; agreement 
with Barlow, his predecessor, 
127; Clerk of the Privy Seal. 
129; parw at Mrs Crisp's, 131 ; 
dudes of Clerk of the Acts, 
233; Valentine's Day at the 
Battens’, 137-*; J-P*. * 38 ; 
dudes at the Navy Board, 139; 
visit CO the sunken Asiutanu^ 
140; Venner's Rising, 141-2; 
a grand dinner-party, 249 > 
growing prosperity, 150: the 
Coronadoo. 150-2; to Chat- 
ham with the Battens, i 53 - 5 ’> 
to Portsmouth, 15s i clash with 
Batten and Penn, 156; at 
Brampton, 159; Uncle 
Robert’s will, x6o-i ; to Im- 
pington, x6i ; Brampton again, 
163; Gravcley Court, 164; 
rivalry with the Battens, 170; 
“studying a lie” for die Duke, 
Z72 ; b^an to “ mind bis busi- 
ness”, 174; chastised Will 
Wayncman, 175 ; learned to 
compose musi^ 176-7; 
t^rV^A corrupdon in dock- 
yards, 180; exposed Batten, 
zSz-a, Z87; to Woolwich, 
Z84 ; studied mathcmadcs, Z84 ; 
Younger Brother of Trinity 


House, Commissioner of Tan- 
gier, 188; resigned Clerkship 
of Privy Seal, 188; treasure 
hunting in the Tower, 196; 
besieged by bailiffs, 200; quar- 
rel with Captain Holmes. 
202-3 ; go* Elizabeth a com- 
panion, ao6; a dancing-master, 
207; further cridcism of col- 
leagues, 212; admired Maids 
of Honour, 213; to Brampton 
and Buucingford, 218 ; rebuked 
Sandwich for wenching, 219- 
222 ; contracts arranged for the 
Navy, 225-8; death of Toni 
Pepys, 232-4; interview with 
Clarendon, 237; good rcsolu- 
dons, 238 ; busy at the Office. 
242 ; struck his wife, 24 5 ; 
studied ropemaking, 247 na'/y 
contracts, 248-9; Treasuicf of 
Tangier, 251 ; PJLS., 253 ; vic- 
tualling the Fleet, 256; holiday 
in Tochill Fields, 257; letter to 
Pert, 261-2 ; Plague adventur^ 
269-^0; supper at Captain 
Cocke's, 272 ; got a share 
of Dutch plunder, 274-6 ; 
threatened by unpaid seamen, 
277 ; thanked by the King, 
282; plans for reforming vic- 
tualling organisanon, 282—6 ; 
and Pursers’ organisadon, 290- 
293, 294; week-end at Cran- 
bome, 2$>6 ; news from the 
Fleet, 297; fireworks, 298; 
valiant sailors at Myogs* funer- 
al, 300; tribute from Rupert’s 
secretary, 302; in the Fixe of 
London, 304-8 ; reported at 
Whitehall, 306: saved his 
goods, 307-8 ; saved the Navy 
Office, 3x0; visited the ruins, 
3iz-a; examined by parlia- 
mentary committee, 315, and 
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Pepys, SamueU Life (com,) 

by the King, 3x6; coatcm- 
pUted retirement, 316; 
alarmed by calk of corruption, 
326: his privateering venture, 
328-31; to Gravesend, when 
the Dutch were at Sheemess, 
334: his wife and money sent 
to Brampton, 336-7; expedi- 
tion to Epsom Downs, 341 ; 
three times before Parliamenc, 
348 ; his address to the House. 
352; chaffed the King. 354: a 
holiday, Oxford, Salisbury, 
Bath, Bristol, 358-62; Eliza- 
beth jealous, 363 ; admini- 
strative reforms, 364-7 ; caught 
embracing Deb, 368; Mrs 
Pepys’ anger, 369-73 ; meeting 
wdth Deb, 373 ; quarrel with 
Middleton, 377: bought a 
coach, 378 ; a grand dinner- 
party, 379; “was lousy”, 380; 
defence of the Navy Office, 
382-4 : a court martial at Chat« 
ham, 385-6; end of the Diary, 
389; candidate for Aldeburgh, 
391 ; a crip abroad, 392; left a 
widower, 392 

Ancestry, 14-16 

Church-going, 20, 68-72, 133, 
169, 209, 342-3 ; at Impington, 
163 

Diary: begun, 79; 81-4. 152; 
saved from the Fire, 308 ; con- 
cluded, 389; see else Jargon 

Dissipations: at Cambridge, 35; 
drunk, 36, 136, 152, 169 
, Drama, love oC, 21, 153, 169. 171, 
179, 200. 207, 238, 304, 318, 
340, 3 S 6 , 387 

Family relations: L.C.J. Pepys’ 
£unily, 68 ; death of and will of 
Uncle Robert of Brampton, 
159-61; bis Either settled at 


Pepys, Samuel (eons.) 

Brampton, 165; Aunt Kite and 
Aunt Fenner, 166 ; lawsuit over 
Unde Robert’s will, 168-9, 
197-9, settled, ai8; sent fads 
wife and mother away from 
Plague, 263 : death of his 
mother. 323 ; generosity to his 
family, 324 

Friends (Men) : at the Exchequer, 
5<>-6i ; society about Axe 
Yard, 63-6; his colleagues. 
Batten and Penn, 121, 134-6; 
Slingsby, 144 ; ingratiated him- 
self with Cmerci and Coven- 
try, 182, with Deane and 
Warren. 185 

Fun, love of, s$mSi, 87. 95, 105, 
154. »S5. 178, 268, 275, 301 

History, love of, 79. I72. 212 

Houses: lodgings in Whitehall, 
43 ; took a house in Axe Yard, 
61 ; removed to Seething Lane, 
127; sold house in Axe Yard, 
130; decorating his new house, 
145-9 ; additions, completed in 
spite of Sir j. Mennes, i8s»-92; 
further decoradons, 368, 375 

111 health: suffered from the 
stone. 24, 35, 53: operation, 
54; sea-sick, 103, 274; in bed 
with a pain, 166 ; ulcer in 
Iddncys, 234-5 ; bout of fever, 
245; eye-trouble, 355, 363, 
388 

Jedousy, sec under Pepys, Eliza- 
beth 

Maids, the Pepys’ : Pepys’ diffi- 
culties with, 2 16-7 ; Alice, 263 ; 
Bess, 241, 24s; Hannah, 206; 
Jane Birch. 241, 305, 310, 340. 
356. 385 ; Jane Goitlcman, 
230 ; Jane Wayneman, 62, 68, 
87, 127, 17s. 190. 206; 

“Jinny”, 216; Mary, 259, 263; 



Pffpys, Samu'.! {.com ) 

Nell Payne, 343, 385; Sarah. 
179, 189, 194. ISH5. 318; Susan 
(cook), X9<5. *16; Susan, 

another (maid), 241, 263. 268 
Money afTairs : early savings, 62 ; 
troubles, 85. 188 ; presents from 
clients, 97. ii4< ti8. 133. 204. 
228, 250, 303. 350; house- 
hold accounts. 177; bis profits, 
280, 303, 326; otherwise men- 
tioned, 130, 147. 148, is8-do. 
164. 167-9, 177. 203, 218, 222. 

244. 275 

Montagu family, relations with : 
attached himself to Edward 
Montagu, 43 ; services for 
Monugu, 45-50; 2« Hinching- 
brooke, 48 ; fiiendship with 
Montagu’s children. 77*. Jem 
Montagu’s illness, 78 ; her wed- 
ding, 265-7 

Moral lapses, discussed, 318-22 
Music, love of, 22, 49, 51-2, 63, 
66, 89. 92. 104, 106. 176. 180, 
206. 241, 295, 317. 356. 361 
Women, relations with ; 

Allen, Rebecca (Mrs Jowlcs), 
154, 214. 386 
Archer, Beery, 37 
Asbwell, Mary, 206-16 
Bagwell, Mrs, 215. 240, 243, 
246, 264, 268. 269. 312, 318. 

385. 387 

Crisp, Diana, 131-2 
Daniel, Mrs, 297. 3 >9. 343 
Hely, Mrs, 37 

Howlett. Betty (Mrs Micbell), 
65. 214, 321. 322, 343. 388 
Knepp, Mrs. 293. >95. 3 >7. 

318, 325. 340, 356-^. 367. 
370 

Lane, Betty (Mrs Martin), 130, 
2x4, 219-20, 238, 246, 295. 
3x2. 3*8, 333. 387 


Pepys, Samuel (com.) 

Lane. Doll, 319, 343 
Mary, firom “Harp and Ball", 
264 

Mercer, Mary, 308, 335 
NclL the maid, 343 
Penington, Judith, 290 
Pierce, Mrs. 178. 3X7. 357. 

370 

Sarah. Montagu’s maid, 47 
Tookcr, Frances, 289, 298 
Welsh, Jane, 239, 246, 321 
Whittle, Elizabeth. 37 
Willct, Deb, 344. 367-74* 387 

— Sarah (sister of Samuel), 1635- 

1641. 16, 24 

— Talbot, of ImpingtoD (Samuel’s 

great-uncle), 15, 15"-. 25. 32. 
47. *63 

— Thomas, of Hatcham, 149, 167 

— Thomas, of London (Samuel’s 

uncle), 20, 159, 160. i6x, 164. 
196-9, 203 

— Thomas the Bbek (Samuel’s 

grandfather), d. 1606, 1$ 

— Thomas the Red (Samuel’s 

great-uncle), d. 1615. t5. 36 

— Thomas, “the Turner”, cousin 

of Samuel. 67, 159-63, 196-8 

— Dr Thomas (son of Talbot 

Pepys and first cousin to 
Samuel’s father), 234. 234^. 

— Tom (brother of Samuel), 

1634-64. 16, 23, 62, 68, 165. 
198, 216; taken ill, 232; died, 
232: debts ofi 233 
Perkin, Frank, of Wisbech (cousin 
of Samuel Pepys), 159 

— Jane (“Aunt Perkin"), 204 
Peter, John Pepys' man. 23 
Peterborough, I^rd, i88n-, 379 
Pett, Peter, ^mmisaioner of the 

Navy Board, of the famous 
ship-building family. 122, 185 ; 
Pepys repU^ to his chaige of 
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Pett (cent.) 

neglect, 261 ; alanned by 
Dutch fleet, 334 ; tried for neg- 
lect of duty, 338; otherwise 
oientioncd, 138, 211. 226, 333, 
348 

Petty, Dr, 124, 127, 148 
Phillips, Lewis, 26, 358 
Pickering, Sir Gilbert, 45rt., 49, 
49«- 

— Lady, 45, 118 

— Ned, 220, 221 

PitTcc, Purser of the Nastby, 65 

— Surgeon of the Nosefcy, 65, 87, 

9a. xio, 221 

— Mrs (wife of the above), 65, 87, 

109, 178, 295, 317, 340. 357, 
370 

Pinckney, Leonard, 57 
Plague of London: outbreak, 259; 
increased. 263-4; anecdotes oC 
269-70; disappeared, 281 
“Pope’s Head” Inn, the, 100, 2x8 
Popinjay Alley, 17 
Portsmouth, visit to, 155; second 
visit, 178; P^ys, Burgess oC 
178: Conunissionei at, 247; 
han^ unpaid, 277, 331 
Poultry, the, 308 

Pov)% Thomas, 18811.. 251, 378, 391 
Powel.John, 28 
Power, Sir D’Arcy, 320 
Press-gang, 255, 300 
Price, Jack, 86 
Prince, the, 274 
Privateering, 328-31 
Privy Sea) Office, 124. 163 : Pepys 
resigned from, x88 
Piues, Dutch, plundered by the 
sailors, 272-80 
Prynne, William, 24, 91 
Puckeridge, 92, 164 
Purcell, Henry (the elder), 52, 91 
Puritatusm, 19, 22, 6sH7X 
Purser, Office ot^ 290-5 


Queen of England, see Catharine 
of Braganza 
Queenhithe, 308 

ILadcUfic, Jonathan, 28 
Red BuU Theatre, 21 
Reserve, the. 184 

Restoration, the, 107-X3 ; eHects on 
Navy, 120 

Revenue, national, 224 
Ridet, Sit WilU^, 1881s., 283, 
308 

Robbins, Mrs, 268 
Robinson, Six John, 305 
Roll, Captain, 318 
“Rose” Inn, Cambridge. 35, 93 
Rota Club, the, 86 
Rotherhithe (Redrifie), 207, 340 
Routh, Tangier, i88n. 

Royal Society, Pepys elected to, 

253 

Rupert, Prince, 25, 188, 259, 279, 
296-9, 314. 316, 330 
Russell, Mrs, contractor, 228 
Ruytec, De, Dutch Admiral, 270-2. 
297. 339 

Sadler, John, Master of Magdalene 
College, 32 
Saffron Walden, 93 
St Bartholomew's Hospital, 54 
St Botolpb’s Church, 298 
St Bride's Cburdi, x6, 20, 24, 53, 
7x; parish record^ 216; 
burned, 309 

St Dunstan's Church, 342 
St James's Palace, Pepys waited on 
the Duke at, 364, 369 
St James's Paris, $2, 67, 89 
St Margaret’s Church, Westmin- 
ster. 40 

St Michel, Alexander de (frther of 
Mrs Pepys), 38, 39 
— Balthasar (“BJty", brother of 
Mrs Pepys), 39n., 40. 60, 90, 
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St. Michel, Balthasar {cotU.) 

167. 195. *96. 297. 301. 334. 

393 

— Elizabeth dc, see Pepys, Eliza- 

beth 

St Obve's Church, 133; Navy 
Office pew, 138. 170, 217, 301 
St Paul's Cathedral, 17, 76; burned. 
309 

Sc Paul's School, 27-9 
St Peter’s by Paul’s Wharf, 72 
Sc Sepulchre’s Church, 31 
St Thomas’s Hospital, 53 
Salisbury, Pepys visited, 359 

— Court, Pepys’ parental home, 

16, 22, 24. 29, 31. S3, 85, 222. 
232. 309 

Salute to flag, dispute, 171 
Sandwich, Earl of (Sir Edward 
Montagu) : Commissioner of 
Cromwell’s Treasury and Ad- 
miralty, 43 ; first employed 
Pepys, 43 ; returned &om ex- 
pedition to Spain. 45; his 
household at Kiuchingbrooke. 
48 ; in attack on Mardyke, 49 ; 
commanded the Rcct, 57; 
took Pepys to sea, 73 ; corre- 
sponded with Charts II, 73-4 ; 
l^ children, 76-7; “Gencral- 
at-Sca", 94; took Pepys as sec- 
retary, 96; aboard the Naseby. 
102-14; loyal letters to 

Charles, 107; “sceptical in reli- 
gion”, 1 10; rcceiv^Charleson 
board, 112; /C.C., 114; Earl of 
Sandwich, etc., 118; a good 
patron to Pepys, 128; financial 
obligations to Pepys, 148, 150, 
222; at the Coronation, 151; 
voyage to Tangier and Lisbon, 
157. 167, 17». *79; Comn^ 
sioner for Tangier, i88;Christ- 
ma« fcsdvicici, 193 ; treasure 
hunting, 196; influence at 


Huntingdon, 198 ; admired 
Mrs Pepys, 211; amour with 
Betty B«kc, 219-22; grarious 
to Pepys, 253 at Battle of 
Lowestoft, 258-60; his 
daughter's marriage, 265-7; 
went to sea, 265 ; out-man- 
ccuvred by Dc Ruyter. 270; 
defeated Dc Rutter, 271-2; 
acquiesced in plunder of Dutch 
prizes, 273-5: outcry' agauist 
him, 276-9; ambassador to 
Spain. 279, 299; home again. 
367; borrowed from Pepyi, 
367; advances to Mn Pepys, 
371; dined with Pepys, 579; 
otherwise mentioned, 27, 37, 
45. 46. 51. 56. 62, 65. 73, 74. 
79. 84. 91. 92. 93. 94. 95. 97. 
100. 101, 117. 119. 121. 122, 
123, 124, I2S. 126, 128. 129. 
133. 136. M3. *49. 187, 196, 
230. 2S2. 391 

Sandwich. Countess of (Lady Mon- 
tagu), 50, 85. 167. 231, 26s. 
266. 355 

Sansum, Rear-Admiral, 260 
Sarah. Montagu’s maid, 47, 148. 
189. 305 

— Pepys’ maid, 179. 189, 194. 19^. 

318 

Sawyer, Robert. 34 
Schcvclling, 110-2 
Scobell, Dick, 61 

Scott, Lady, daughter of Sir G. 
Carteret, 267 

— John (son-in-Uw of L.C.J. 

Pepys), 234 

— Judith (daughter of L.C.J. 

Pepys), 68 

— Dr, 77. 95 

Seething Lane, 123, 145“9. 190-2. 
282, 308 

Sclden, John, 29. 29n. ; Pepy* md 
his Mare Clausum, 172 



INDEX 


4U 

Seymour, Conmmsioner for Prizes, 
276 

Shaftesbury, Lord, su Cooper, 
Sir A. 

Sheldon, William, Clerk of the 
Cheque, 26J, 310 

Shelton. Thomas, author of Tdc/iy- 
graphy, 80 

Sheemess. taken by the Dutch, 334 
Shcplcy, Edward, 480., 57, 85, 94, 
97. 105, 106. I5I» 152. 157 
Shere, Henry, 387 
Sherwin, Mr, 253 
“Ship" Tavern, the, 183, 383 
Shooter’s Hill, gibbet on, 155 
Shorter, a contractor, 262 
Shorthand, 80, 81, 393 
Skeffington, John, 34 
Skelton, Bernard, 28 
Slingsby, Colonel Robert, Comp- 
troller of the Navy Board, 136, 
141, 144, 156; died, x66 

— Gylford, 144 

Smith, Admiral Sir Jeremy. 261. 

336 

Smithfteld, Pepys bought horses at, 
379 

Soicbay, Dutch fleet in, 272, 278 
Somerset House, 373 
Somerset, Mr, 208 
Southampton. 138, 178 

— Earl of. Lord Treasurer. 225, 

234. 263 ; died, 332 
Southwark, 21 
Sovereign, the, 134 
Spain, war with, 43, 43, 49. 102, 
139; Sandwich ambassador to, 

279. 299 

Spectacles, tubulous, Pepys ac- 
quires, 363 
Spicer, Jack, 39 
Spong, Mr, 52, 125 
Spring Garden, 357 
Stankes, bailiff at Brampton, i6x 
Stayner, Sir Richard, X04 


Sterpin. Kate (“Catan"), 67, 100 
Stevenage, 26, 241 
Stewart, Frances, Charles ll’s 
favourite, 213 
SHUingflect, Edward, 34 
Stint, Mr, solicitor, 201 
Stonehenge, Pepys visited, 360 
Stradwick, Elizabeth {nie Pepys), 
68 

— Mr, 69. 86 
Strafford, ^rl of, 23 
Strand, the, 44. 312 
“Sun" Tavern, the, 83, 97 
Susan, Pepys’ cook. 1^, 216 

— Pepys' maid (another Susan), 

241. 263. 268 

— Montagu’s maid, 49 
Sunfisute, the, loi, iia 
Symons, Will, 60, 7Stt., 86, 88 
Sympson, the joiner, 304 

Taehygraphy, Shelton’s, 80 
Talbot. Edith, see Pepys, Edith 
^ Edmund. I3n. 

Tangier, Sandwich sailed for, 136; 
Commission for, 188: profits 
CO Pepys, 203, 228, 251, 303. 
327; Pepys Treasurer of, 252; 
280, 391 

Tanner, J. R., Further Correspon- 
dence, 182, 201, 278n.. 282n., 
33i».. 349rt- 
— Mr, 95 

Taylor. Captain John, Commis- 
sioner, 228, 248, 326, 33I”* 

— Pepys* "daily woman”, 216 
Teddiman, Admiral Sir Tlromas, 

243. 270 

Temple Bar, 312 

Teonge’s Diary, 99 

Thames St., 303 

Thomas, a clerk, 61 

Thompson, Colonel, 74 

“Three Tuns” Inn, C^bridge, 35, 

92 
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Thurloc, John, Secretary of State, 
94 

Tite, Miss, 298 

Tom, capsTcr at Huntingdon, 2d 
Tookcr, John, Navy Office mes* 
sengcr, 291 

Miss Frances. 289, 298 
Tothill Fields. 2 57 
Tower of London, the, 27, loi, 
138; creature bundog at, 196, 
357 

Tower HilL 25. 308 
Tower St., 310 

Trice, Jasper (stepson of Robert 
Pepys of Brampton), 161-3, 
168, 199. 218 

— Tom (stepson of Robert Pepys 

ofBrampton), 161-3, ^ 99 > 

218 

Trinity Hall. Cambridge, 32 
Trinity House. Pepys Younger 
Brother of, 188; dined at. 209, 
333 

Tromp, Van. Dutch Admiral, 
III 

“Trumpet” Inn, the, 130 
Tuke, Sir Samuel, 392 
TurbcrviUc, Dr Daubigny, 363 
Turkey Company, 255 
Turlington, the speaacle-maker, 
355 

Turner, Thomas, of the Navy 
Office. 119, 121, 122. 136, 143. 

150. 153. 3*0 

— Mrs, wife of Thomas Turner, 

136, 146. 150, 3*0. 3*9 

— Betty (daughter of Thomas 

Turner of the Navy Office), 
341-2, 367 

— Betty (daughter of Mrs Jane 
Turner of Salisbury Court), 
358-62 

— Mrs Jane, of Salisbury Court 

(dau^cer of John Pepys of 
Ashtead, wife of Sergeant John 
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Turner), 23, 53, 69, 89, 222 
232 

Turner, John, Sergeant-at-law, 53, 

169 

— Theophila (" The ”, daughter of 

Mrs Jane Turner of Salisbury 
Court), S 3 . 69. 89 
Tumham Green, 25 
Twelfth Night festivities, 69, 85, 
280 

Upnor, chain across the river, 331 

Valentine's Day, 137-8 

Vane, Sir Henry, 75, 91 

Vanly, Mr, Pepys’ landlord, 61, 130 

VauxhaU, Pepys at, 264, 357 

Veezy, Mr, 95 

Venner's Rising, 141 

Vincent, a buttffier, 95 

Viner, Sir Thomas, a banker, 288, 

303 

Vines, Dick. 59. 64. 67 

— George. 59 . 64, d? 

Vlieland. action off, 302 

Wade, Mr. of Axe Yard. 196 
Walker, SuJ^etingt oj iht Clergy, 45«. 
Walcliamstow, 137, 186, 300, 307 
Walton. Colonel Valentine, 26, 74 
Wapping, 337 
Ware. 92. 323 

Warren, Sir William, the timber 
merchant: flattery of Pepys 
secured him contracts with the 
Navy Board, 1 86. 226; their 
friendship. 237. 249, 261 ; a 
rift, 327; renewal, 35 ®; pfts 
to Pepys, 204. . 227 . 303. 350; 
odierwise mentioned, 243, 289, 
376, 378 . . 

Warwidt, Sir Philip, 254, 278/1. 

Waters, ^^jor, 141 

Combe and Rcidp Messrs* 
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Wayueman, Jane, 62, 68, 87, 127, 
175. 190; left to better herself, 
206 

— Will, Pepys* boy, 128, 174. I75. 

188. 189, 194. 196 
Welsh, Jane, 239. 240. 24s, 246, 321 
Welwyn, Pepys at, 164 
Westboume stream, the, 44 
Westminster, 24, 44« 7®» 3*** 354* 
Abbey. Coronation, 151; as- 
signation in, 239, 333 ; Hall. 25, 
44. 5<5. 67. 90-2. isi; assig- 
nations Nvith Betty Lane, etc., 

in, 214. 24<^. 257. 295. 319. 321 

Wlicatley cJitioii of the Diary, 
131M., 2i7rt-. 320 
Whetstone Park, 373 
Whistler, the flagmakcr, 326 
Whiteac, W. H., Mare Pepy.uana, 
lorti., i66n. 

Whitefiriars, 31 

Wlritehall, Pepys removed to, 43 ; 
described. 43-4; duties at, 46; 
50. 78, 94. 97. 117. 188. 200. 
312, 338 ; Privy Stairs, 354 ; 364 
** White Hart” Inn, the, 96 
“White Swan” Ion, the, 22 
Whittle, Elizabeth, 37 
Widdrington, Mr, 92 
Wight, William, Ac fishmonger, 
uncle of Samuel, 20, 162, 163, 
190, 227, 231 

— Is/^, aunt of Samuel, i$K> 

— Miss Margaret, 190 
• Will, Pepys’ boy, 127 

Willct, Deborah, came as maid to 
Mrs Pepys, 344? kissed by 
Pepys, 344; went to Bramp- 
ton, 356; accompanied the 
Pepyses to Bath and Bristol, 
358-62; fondled by Pep^ 
367; found by Mrs Pepys in 
his arms, 368 ; confessed to Mrs 
Pepys. 371; away, 372; 
lodged near Holbom, where 


Pepys discovered her, 373; 
their intrigue again discovered, 
374, 387; odicrwise men- 
tioned, 4in. 

Willct, Mrs, 362 

William Ul, King of England. 

Prince of Orange, 109, 112 
Williams, Barbara, 24 
— Mrs, Lord Brouncker’s mistress, 

272. 293. 333 

Williamson, Captain, 99 
Willoughby, Commissioner, 126. 

147 

Will’s Coffee House, 59, 64. 65, 

65n.. 66, 94 

Wilson, Tom, Pepys’ clerk, 291 
Wisbc<^ 15,1 5n. ; Pepys visited, 226 
Wood, William, the timber mer- 
chant, 175, 185, 226, 262 
Wood’s Coffee House, 59 
Woolwich Dockyard, 134, 140. 
175; Pepys at, 181; roj^ 
yar^ 184, 390; 263. 264, 268, 
271; a strike at. 277; 3*2; 
blodcships sunk at. 337 
Wootton, the shoemaker, 64 
Worcester, Charles H’s escape 
firom, 113 

•’World’s End” Inn, the, Knights- 
bridge, 388 

Wren, Matt., the Duke’s secretary, 
365-^. 375. 381. 391 
Wright, Sir Henry, 93 
— J., English Dialect D/diawefy, 
3x6n. 

— Lady, 84, 266 ; her daughter, 266 

Yeabsly, Mr, 228, 303, 350 
Yelling, 163 
Yelvenon, Henry, 28 
York, see James, Duke of 
— Duchess of, 385 
Young, the flagmakcr, 150, 326 

Zanchy, Clement, 34 
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